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1 N the present reprint of ** The Ljtell Geste of Bol 
Hood,** and the ballads relating to him and his companioi 
it would be unpardonable to omit any biographical noti 
of Mr. Ritson, who first collected so many of them, and 
^%ho6e research and criticism the ballad literature of t 
country has been so much indebted. The notice ne 
extend very little further than to the literary talents ai 
character of thb gentleman. There was, it cannot be co 
cealed, much to be lamented in his apparent disbelief 
the evidences of Christianity, and in the eccentricities 
his mode of life. To these errors as slight allusion as 
consistent with the truth will be made. De inortuis t 
nUi bonum. 

In the most recent and authentic " Memoirs of Mr. R 
;>on," bj Sir Harris Nicolas, in conne.xion with Mr. Ilitsor 
IctK^rs edited by his nephew Mr. Frank, allusion to the 
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triors is not roncealed ; but as Mr. Fnuik says, ** tliej 
could not lie omitted consistently with the editors anxious 
wish to exhibit the writcr^s character and disposition to the 
world in a true light, — not misanthropic and unsocial, as 
too often represented, but singularly benevolent and ur- 
bane." 

Mr. Haslewood also printed ** Some Account of the Life 
and Pubhcations of Mr. Ritson," in 18^4. From these 
memoirs, but more particularly from those of Sir Harris 
Nicolas, the following abridgment is made. 

Mr. Ritson was descended from an ancient respectable 
fiunily residing at Hackthorpe, in the county of Westmore- 
land: was bom the 2nd October 1752, at Stockton-upon 
Tees, Durham, and was bred to the profession of the law, under 
Ralph Bradley, Esq. a distinguished conveyancer at Stockton. 
He commenced practice also as a conveyancer ; and after 
removing to the metropolis, entered himself at Gray*s Inn 
the 6th May 1784, and was called to the bar by that society 
the itOth May 1789. His abiUties in this branch of the 
profisssion were of the highest promise, and obtained a well- 
founded share of incipient reputation for acuteness of 
judgment and soundness of opinion, though he appeara to 
have slighted an increase of professional business, to pursue 
the indulgence of literary research and critical disquiaitkm. 
Perhaps, in addition to his own neglect upon the subject, 
some obstacles to his success in his profession may, in a 
great degree, be ascribed to his general habit of seclusion 
from society, and to certain singular and eccentric opinions 
which he pertinaciously entertained, and without much 
reserve incautiously promulgated. Of the wavering notions 
of Ritson upon the subject of the Christian religion, 
although he at one period entertained and expressed him- 
self tliereon too freely, '* let it suffice," says Mr. Haslewood, 
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** that ft letter of his own was written to a surviving corres- 
poodent* declaring his personal regret, even to tearfulness, 
thai it had been his misfortune to live an unbeliever.*' 

The moootonj of chamber residence he oommonl j diver- 
sified bj an excoruoo during the summer months to visit 
hia frieodt in the north, and appears thence to have gleaned 
eopiovB materials which he connected with several of his 
lileiaiy poisuits. 

**In October 1770, Ritson's anxiety to explore the literary 
tieaauies of the Bodleian, induced him to visit Oxford. 
The diaiy of his journey, which appears to have been a 
pedestrian one, is no otherwise curious than as presenting 
the first evidence which has been discovered of his sceptical 
opimons. About this time he contributed an article on 
some records connected with the county of Durham, to 
Gough s ' British Topography* ; and he meditated a Villoro 
of the Palatinate, in which he states himself to have made 
some progress. 

** Towards the end of July 178*2, Ritson passed a few 
weeks at Cambridge, where, he says, * he saw a great many 
curious books, made a great many important discoveries, 
and what is better than all, became intimately acquainted 
with Dr. Farmer,* whom he designates *a most sensible, 
liberal, benevolent, and worthy man.* His correspondence 
about this time shews that he was fully engaged in his 
favourite pursuits, and hod just completed what he termed 
his " scurrilous libel upon Warton.' That work appeared 
in the autumn of the same year ; and soon afterwards he 
sent his *attuck' u^H^n Johnson and Steevcns to press; in 
reference to which he jocularly remarked to a friend, * I will 
turn the world upside down.' Kitsons * Ohsonations on ihc 
IlistoiT of Knj^lish Pootrv/ were addressed * in a Familiar 
Letter lo llie Author.' and though published anonymously. 



the writer did not attempt oonoetiment The bold an 
oecasioDallj rude style of his language, the sererity of 
criticisms, and in some places the needless personal taimi 
in whicH he indulged, created, as might be expected, a 
host of enemies, who if thej admitted the force and joetioe 
of many of his observations, or the erudition and raaeaidi 
which his tnu^ displays, had not the candour to ascribe 

its appearance to the true motive Ritson's detndora 

have not detected any personal cause for malignity to- 
wards Warton ; and if his rererenoe for aocuraoj and truth 
excited greater indignation than is usually caused bj pla- 
giarisms and mistatements, the error has a Meaning to 
virtue's side', which ought to have a very extenuating effect. 
These remarks apply to all Ritson's oontroversial writings : 
Truth — simple mi^estic Truth— was the goddess whom he 
worshipped. 

**The * Observations on the History of English Poetxy'at 
once established Ritson's power as a formidable critic, and 
involved him in a controversy, the arena of lAddx was the 
* Gentleman's Magazine,* where various letters i^peared 
from the Rev. Thomas Russell, of New College, and the 
Rev. J. Bowie on the one side, and from Ritson and his 
friend Mr. Baynes on the other. It has been said that 
Ritson, influenced by the reasoning of Mr. Park, not only 
acknowledged the impropriety of his comments on Warton, 
but was induced at a later period to buy up and destroy all 
the copies that could be obtained. 

** In the same year 1 783, Ritson published an octavo volume, 
entitled, ' Remarks, critical and illustrative, on the text of 
the last edition of Shakspeare.' Though the objection of 
unuecessaiy asperity applies to this work, it has never been 
doubtetl that it proves the autlior s intimate knowledge nf 
the poet, and the iucapucity of his editors fur the tas>k 
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r h»v nii*l'Tt^n)k. Of all writers, Shakspearo was Ritson'.s 
^"".ix «.urit«', ainl his veneration part<-X)k o( the enthusiasm of 
tem^>eiumeiit 
No anthor/ atys Ritson, * ancient or modem, eyer 
leaa to the raigniiig aaperstition of the time than 
;* and he e]oq[aentl7 adds, ^whatever may be the 
xeligion, Popiah or Protestant, Paganism or 
% if ita professors have the slightest regard for 
or Tirtoe, Shakspeare, the poet of nature, addicted 
no fljatem of faigotiy, will always be a favonrite.* 
** Notwithstanding that Bitson's name is not mentioned 
Doswell, there can be little doubt that he was personally 
to Dr. Johnson ; for a note exists from Davies, the 
^Miookaeller, to Ritson, stating that Johnson would be glad 
-Mo aee him on the following day, or on the ensuing Friday ; 
«uid that he, Davies, would be happy to wait on him if con 
'venient, probably to introduce them. The dato of this note 
not occur, so that it is uncertain whether it preceded, 
subsequent to, the publication of the ' Remarks.* 
** The year 1783 was one of the most prolific of Ritson's 
Besides an edition of ' Gammer Gurton*s Garland, 
^»r the Nurseiy Parnassus,* containing nursery rhymes, a 
&TOurito little work with those for whose amusement it was 
^written, which has been frequently reprinted, he published 
m * Select Collection of English Songs, in three volumes, 
to which was prefixed an Historical Essay, on the Origin 
and Progress of National Song.* His motive for this pub- 
lication, of which the merits are very generally admitted, 
was, he says, * to exhibit all the most admired and intrin- 
ucally excellent specimens of Lyric Poetry in the English 
Language at one view ; to promoto real instructive enter- 
tainment ; to satisfy the critical tasto of the judicious ; to 
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indulge the noble feelings of the pensive ; and to afford 
innocent mirth to the gay/ 

** Ritson alluded in his preface to the Reliques of Ancient 
Poetiy edited bj Bishop Percy, which he says ^-ero printed 
in an inaccurate and sophisticated manner. In a note he 
proves the justice of the remark by stating, that wherever 
he followed the bishop's authorities, he found him unfaithful 
and inoofiect; and adds: *'that the work is beautiful, ele- 
guit, and ingenioQS, it would be ridiculous to deny ; but 
they who look into it to be acquainted with the state of 
ancient foepry, will be miserably disappointed or fatally 
misled. Forgeiy and imposition of eveiy kind ought to 
be nniveisally execrated, and never more than when they 
are employed by persons high in rank and character, and 
those veiy drcomstances are made use of to sanctify the 
deceit* But it was not against the literary violators of 
his editorial canon only that Ritson breathed vengeance. 
Similar liberties with ancient tuues are denounced with 
equal indignation ; and Dri Ame and Mr. Jackson, two 
musical composers of eminence, share his castigatoiy admo- 
nitions with Bishop Percy. 

**• Ritson s Historical Essay on National Song,* displays 



* **It has been said, and is repeated by Mr. Haslcwood, (Life, 
p. 9) that Ktson was materially assisted in this Essay by his friend 
Baynes ; bat he alvays indignantly denied the truth of the remark. 
In a Bf& note by Bitsoo on the song from Athenaeus, (Historical 

EMiy. p. ») 

"Qtuffirith me the porple vine, tec' 

he ohserred, * for this and all the other original poetry in the present 
Essay, the editor was indebted to his most learned, and most in* 
genioas friend, the late John Baynes, esq., whose untimely nnd 
laaaenled death has left him at liberty to disclose a cireuwstaiicc 
which, by his own desire, was to have been an entire secivL* ** 
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coiisdilerablc eradition and unwearied research. It is de- 
serving of attention that the essay contains a high compli- 
ment to Bishop Percy ; but this is not a solitary instance of 
the kind, for notwithstanding that Ritson always expressed 
himself with severity at the manner in which the ' Reliques* 
were interpolated, he seems to have sought opportunities 
for rendering just homage to the talents and elegant ac- 
complishments of the amiable prelate. 

** About this period he was i^pointed High Bailiff of the 
Lilierty of the Savoy : and in a letter to his sister, dated 
itth March 1784, he says, ' I shall enter upon my office at 
May day : I expect it will bring me in about £150 a year, 
[t is a place under the crown, and I hope I shall be able to 
secure it for life.* His hopes were soon after realized, as 
his patent of that office was granted on the 25th January 
1786. This situation, for which he is said to have been 
indebted to the influence of his friend William Masterman, 
Esq. M.P., probably induced him to resolve on being called 
to the bar, as he entered into commons in Gray^s Inn for 
that purpose in Easter Term, 1784. During the ensuing 
four years he seems to have devoted himself mainly to his 
profession, as the only work he printed was a compilation 
of Apophthegms, Maxims, and Precepts, selected from the 
ancients, which he called * The Spartan Manual, or Tablet 
of Morality,* a tract admirably calculated for the object for 
which he designed it — ' the improvement of youth, and the 
promoting of wisdom and \irtue.* 

"In Easter Term, 1789, as before noted, Ritson was 
called to the bar, and agreeably to his usual custom, spent 
part of his long vacation at Stockton. In that year he 
printed a * Digest of the Proceedings of the Court Leet 
of the Manor and Liberty of the Savoy, from 10B2.' The 
nervous complaint under which he laboured for many years, 
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to the irritabilitj proceeding from which the tone and 
temper of his critidsms have been attributed, is first alluded 
to bj him in the summer of 1700. * I am/ he says, in a 
letter to Mr. Harrison, dated on the 122nd June, ' become 
to nerroos, as they call it, that I have veiy seldom either 
raolntaon or ca^peaty to write the shortest note on the 
moat trivial occasion* Any thing beyond a mere letter of 
business is attended with so much trouble and difficulty as 
to make me eagerly lay hold of any trifling pretext to put 
it off tiU the next day.* 

** Ritson stated in that letter his intention of visiting the 
North, which he fulfilled, but without deriving the advan- 
tages he expected; for his letters from Stockton in August 
in diat year speak of his being then seriously ill. His 
health was, it would seem, permanently affected; and in 
December following he told Mr. Walker that he imagined 
his complaint had been stealing on him for some years, and 
had little hope of its yielding to medicine. His collection 
of ' Ancient Songs,* which had been nearly three years in 
the press, appeared about this time; and as it contains two 
disrespectful allusions to Warton which a regard for the 
sanctity of the grave ought perhaps to have withheld, it is 
important to Ritson*s character to notice his allusion to the 
death of that accomplished writer in his correspondence, 
because it not only proves that the remark in his work was 
written before such an event was contemplated, but that 
he regretted it should occur. To Mr. Walker, in June 
1790, he said : ' Tou see I have lost my old friend, Tom 
Warton, — ^Well ! ' I war not with the dead,' and shall treat 
his ashes with the reverence I ought possibly to have be- 
stowed on his person. Unfortunately, he is introduced, 
not always in the most serious or respectful manner, in a 
work which has been long printed, but which, I think, my 
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bookseller does not chooee to publish till lK>th the editor 
AficJ all his friends and enemies are buried in oblivion.* 

** To this raloable collection of Ancient Songs, in which 
the editor's indefiuigable care, patience, and fidelity, are 
causeoUj displayed, he prefixed ' Dissertations on Ancient 
Minstrels,' and * On the Songs, Music, and Instrumental 
Pcrlonnasoe of the Ancient English,* treatises which are 
•■ffidant to establish Ritson*s research and erudition on 
these sulgects, notwithstanding that subsequent inquiries 
mtKj have shewn that he has oocasionallj erred as well in 
lus lacu as his inferences. In the first of these Disserta- 
tions he had occasion to comment upon the 'Essaj on 
MmstreU ' in * Percy^s Reliques,* but it is agreeable to olr 
•erte, that he pays just homage to the merits of the prelate' 
and adverts to him in the language of courtesy. 

** When it \% remembered that Ritson was once a Jacobite, 
and a strenwms asscrter of the divine right of kings, it 
must a{»p(mr paradoxical to find that the French Revolution 
•ad the doctrine of 'liberty and equality,* excited his 
wamest admiiation ; and the author of * The Tables of the 
English Saooession,* and of numerous passages decrying 
tbe revololiou of 15Bft, as well as all other violent inter- 
rwpuoos of the line of succession in our history, not only 
styled himself, and applied to his intimate friends, the 
trm * Citizen,' bat asserted that hb * sentiments were, and 
ever had been« so entirely correspondent to the ruling 
HMasiins in France, that he had only to rejoice at seeing a 
theory he had so long admired reduced to practice*; and 
be p roose ds to ridicule all aristocratic distinctions. The 
fir«t indication of this extraordinary change in his senti- 
BvrtitJi, was in June 1791. when he remarkod U) Mr. liar- 
ri*«u, 'My dr«ire to reside for a few wcekii at, or near. 
Pan*, has been increasing ever since the revolution, and '\% 
u. f 



in reality very strong, which jou will easily conceive when 
I give it as a decided opinion that no people, ancient or 
modem, was ever so deser\'iug of admiration.* 

" Ritson accordingly went to Paris in the ensuing August, 
accompanied by his friend Shield, where he remained until 
October. His visit to the French metropolis increased his 
veneration for the new order of things; and of the city, its 
libraries, public monuments, and antiquities, he spoke in 
strong terms of praise. The letter, containing a descrip- 
tion of Paris, is remarkable for exhibiting the earliest spe- 
cimen of Rit8on*8 peculiar system, if indeed it can be so 
called, of orthography, but which in any other person might 
excite the suspicion of having arisen from pedantry and 
affectation. In this communication he said to his corres- 
pondent, * You observe, by the way, i am teaching you how 
to spell * ; and added, ' if you know any cause or just impe- 
diment why words should not be spelled in my way, you 
are to declare it.* 

"The general tone of Ritson*s letters in the year 1791, 
indicated a mind ill at ease. Gloom and discontent con- 
tinually shew themselves ; and he himself complained of 
the fretfulness of his disposition. Those who, from painful 
experience, know how intimate is the connexion between 
mind and body, and how much the imperfections of the 
casket tend to iiyure the precious jewel within, will have 
no di£Bculty in ascribing the morbid and querulous feelings 
of which Ritson was so frequently the victim to corporeal 
causes. 

"Early in 1703. Ritson adopted the French calendar in 
dating, and the republican style in concluding his letters 
to his uephew, and to the most intimate of his * citizen * 
friends. In this year, he published the first volume of 
* The English Aiitholog}*,* an interesting collection of pieces 
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^^ the most eminent poets from the reign of Henry the 

ighth; and, in 1794, his/ Collection of Scotish Songs/ 

which he had heen long engaged, was given to the public. 

e woriL ^was followed, in the ensuing year, bj the publi- 

^^^wn of the * Poems of Laurence Minot,* written in 1852, 

^%JriptiTe of many of the principal events in the early 

I^^^ of the reign of Edward the Third, the prefeu^e and 

'^^Hes to which are highly creditable to the editor*8 historical 

^^^^oirements. Soon afterwards appeared his interesting 

Collection of all the Ancient Poems, Songs and Ballads 

^w extant reladve to Robin Hood, in two volumes.* 

"Ritson's letters, in 1793, 1794 and 1795, prove him to 
we been deeply imbued with the Gallican frenzy, a decided 
<iemocrat, a disciple of Paine, Voltaire, and Rousseau,* and 
the associate, if not the friend, of Godwin, Holcroft, Thel- 
wall, and others of the same school. But with them and 
their selfishness, he soon became disgusted ; and his senti- 
ments respecting them are thus described, in speaking of 
the attempt to obtain a subscription for the defence of 
• Citizen Yorke ' in 1795 : * To confess the truth, the more 
I see of these modem patriots and philosophers, the less I 
like them.* 

*' He expresses an intention to attend the trial of Home 
Tooke, on which occasion he, for the first time, purposes to 
wear his professional costume, in order to obtain a seat in 
the court; whence it is evident that his practice was con- 
fined to his chambers. 

• 

^ To bU Dephcw he says, in January, 1794« * I send you a beautiful 
edition and copy of Rousseau's * Indgalite des horamcs.* The excel- 
lent author looks down upon mc: on the other side of the fire-place 
hangs the sarcastic Voltaire; while the enlightened and enlightening 
Thomas fronts the door; which is probably the reason, by the way, 
that scarce any body has entered it since he made his appearance.' — 
Letters, vol. ii, 39. 
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" It is curious to contrast the difference between Rit8on*8 
own conduct and the excellent advice which he gave his 
nephew, who professed his uncle's political opinions : * I 
would recommend it to you/ he sajs, in a letter of the 30th 
January, 1794, ' as a friend, to lay your politica and philo- 
sophy upon the shelt for a few years at least; their tem- 
porary absence will do you no harm, and their perpetual 
presence can do you no good. Your first and principal Qi 
not sole) object should be, by a sedulous and unremitting 
attention to business, to do justice to your employerSy and 
acquire the means of an honest independency. Whaterer 
change may take place you must have better pretensions, I 
presume, to indtle yourself to its advantages, than a set of 
pohtical and religious opinions; unless you think it suffi- 
cient to emulate the bans citoyetis who make it their busi- 
ness, in rags and tatters, to discuss questions in the Jardin 
de la RerolutioUt for the good of their country.* 

" The Shakspearian papers, which were said to have been 
discovered by Ireland, naturally attiBcted the attention of 
so enthusiastic an admirer of the poet ; but his sagacity at 
once detected the forgery, and he spoke of the fraud with 
his accustomed energy. 

*' During the next six years Ritson did not send any 
work to the press, and all which is known respecting him 
oociurs in his letters. These present a melancholy picture 
of his situation; for the greater part contain allusions to 
his decaying health and depressed spirits. As early as 
July 1703, he spoke of himself as approaching flBist towards 
his end ; and after that time death appears to have been con- 
stautlv in his thoughts. In February 1708, he said he 
w]is FHpidly (lecliiiing l)oth in mind and body; and a few 
months afterwanis, ho gave his nephew the following 
lamentable account of his condition. ' My complaint,* he 
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mr%, ' \* neither a fever nor a ronsumption ; but it renders 
my e\i«u*iire misemhle, and I have no hope of getting the 
better of it. Aa, at the same, I can eat, and drink, and 
walk about, it wonld be difficalt to convince iUdAsadsd meti, 
mmi iikA m tle^p o' nigku, that any thing is the matter 
with me : and, indeed, it is a sabject upon which I do not 
Sk« to explain myself, and wish nobody to inquire after. I 
mm apprehensive of an entire loss of memory; as I am 
4tily fbf^getting the most common words in the language, 
aad you would be surprised to learn the trouble and vexa- 
which this foolish letter has cost me.' 
~ Early in the year 18(H2, he visited Stockton for the 
time: be remained only a fortnight; and soon after his 
fffUini to Gray's Inn, was seized with apoplexy, which 
•early proved &ta]. Before the 17th of the ensuing April, 
ke expeneored another attack, and though his general 
health was considerably shaken, his ardour for literary pur- 
aaha was not abated. In the interval he published an ex- 
tmnely uselul volume, in the completion of which he was 
materially aided by his friends Mr. Park and Mr. Douce, 
cmitM ' Dibliographia Poetica,* being a catalogue of £ng- 
liah poets of the 12th, ISth, 14t}i, nth,and 16th centuries; 
a Colkction (in three volumes) of Ancient English Metrical 
RooHoeea; and *An Essav on Abstinence from Animal 

• 

Food, as a Moral Duty,* which was his last production. 
AkoBt thi^ period he corresponded with Mr. (afterwards Sir 
Walter) Srott, his letters to whom evince perfect fioaseiiaion 
ef his farultaea and unsulniued zeal. It does not exactly 
appear when his acquaintanre with that distinguished indi- 
vidual aMnmroeed, but that he was honoured with lits esteem 
is oitain; and he, more than once, alludfs to him in his 
\% and novels in U^rms of kindne^n and respect On 
orcBsioo. he visited Srott at Lasviiule, wlien their 
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mutual friend Doctor Leyden was there, which circumstance 
was among Ritson*s latest and most gratifying recollections ; 
and the hope of another visit seems to have been cherished 
bj him to the last. The publication of the ' Minstrelsy of 
the Scottish Border* afforded him inexpressible delight^ 
and the letter acknowledging it, dated on the 10th June, 
1802, was written under a temporary mental sunshine which 
that work might have tended to create. Ritson therein 
speaks of having three objects for his annual autumnal ex- 
cursion — namely, to go to Paris, Wales, or Durham, and 
he looked forward to visiting Edinburgh in the following 
year. But all his plans were destined to be frustrated by 
an imperious power. Just as he was about to set off for 
Paris, he was seized with a paralytical affection, which com- 
pelled him to tiy the effect of the Batli waters. From this 
severe visitation he, however, rallied, though he brought 
from Bath an incurable disease besides those which obliged 
him to go there; but his letters to Scott and others, until 
the middle of August in that year, betray no want of intel- 
lectual energy. To sickness were unhappily added pecu- 
niary cares ; for having a short time before been induced, 
notwithstanding his avowed detestation of every species of 
gambling, to speculate on the Stock Exchange, with all the 
money he could collect, the unexpected peace produced so 
sudden an effect on the funds as to cause a loss to him of 
upwards of a thousand pounds, in consequence of which he 
was, he said, utterly ruined. He immediately sold a part 
of his library, and those only who can understand the atr 
tachment of a literary man to the books which he has him- 
self collected, which liave been his constant companions for 
years, aiul wbioh liave proved liis most faithful friends, can 
appreciate the j^ang that it costs to part witli them. This 
hea^y sat'rifice was not the only one he was compelled to 



unA^rfto; and tho following p«magc fiuin his letter to hU 
hini«otnaii. Mra. Maij Rilaon, proves that bia regret jf» 
onallujird bj aelfiHhnem : 

" ' I ha*e been foned to sell m; ancle's land in Strickland, 
Miath I bad alnja intended for mj d<«r cooains, Jane and 
Mm, aad ahall, a* long as I liTe, lament that I did not 
■aake it aecure. You see, therefore, I have undergone tbe 
fau of old Cole's dog, (aceording to the storj), he nxnild 
take tbe vail of a waggon, and wis mubed to death for his 
anUtinnl' His devotion to literatnn nerertbeleaB, did not 
(unaLr biin. and neither porerty nor Mckness could destroj 
hi* enthu'tia.ini. or shake hiii firmness. 

" The Ugot will indulge in a sneer of hypocritical and 
eoatenptWMu pilj— the humble and pious Christian, con- 
6<Wat in the blesmng* of bis own fiiitb aad tolerant of tbe 
eraed* of others, will lament, to find that Ritson had no 
hnpe of « life beTond the gnt*e. On the 31st of Uaich 
Ix'il, in a letter addreaited to his ' worthj, venerable, and 
icry dcv friend.* Mr. Harriaon, congratulating him oa 
brii^ to see tbe new century, he obaerredt ' You know my 
mtiDHmu wiib lef^ to other worlds, wfaicb, I believe, 
an mC likely to change, ilj healtb is much impaired, mj 
fiane diaordervd, and mj spirits depreraed ; so that I baTe 
nabopea for rajself of an eternal eristeDce; and am rather, 
n fort, diapoaed to wonder that I have already bved so 
loo^ having had the mortification to see many whom 1 
lofcd and eateeued drop from time to time araund me ata 
nnrb more immature age.' 

~The last of his letten which is published, dated on 
tb» 16tb of Augusl. lHri3, prinripellr related to literuy 
oMUrr*. and pruie^ that his anloiir had not at all diminished. 
Hi* IJr of King Artliur wax ilien finished, and be was. be 
MV*. rn^aged on a life <rf the Raviuur. On the 10th of 
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September, howeTer, he was attacked with paralysis of the 
bmiOf and during the paroxysm which ensued, he burned 
nearly the whole of his valuable catalogue of Romances, 
and many other manuscripts. By the advice of his physi- 
cian. Dr. Temple of Bedford-row, and under the affectioiiata 
care of his nephew, Mr. Prank, who hastened to him from. 
the north, he was removed from his confined chambers to 
the airy premises and grounds of the late Sir Jonathsn 
Miles, at Hoxton, where he expired on the 23rd of Sep- 
tember, 1803, at four o'clock in the morning, having neerlj 
completed his fifty-first year. Ritson was buried on the 
527th of that month in Bunhill Fields, near the grave of bis 
friend Baynes, but no stone marks the place of their remains. 
His will, which, from its being characteristic of him, is here 
given, was not discovered until after administration was 
granted to Mr. Frank. With the exception of the quick 
lime, all the wishes of the deceased respecting his funeral, 
(which had been repeatedly expressed to his nephew,) were 
scrupulously complied with : the only attendants on the oc- 
casion being his friend and townsman, John Wear, Esq. a 
Bencher of Gray s Inn, and Mr. Frank. 

"'This is mt Will. The box, containing books and 
papers relating to the Duchy of Lancaster, is, as conveni- 
ently as may be after my decease, to be delivered to the 
Duchy Office; my account with which, as high-bailiff of the 
liberty of the Savoy, is to be settled as soon as possible. 
AU my printed and manuscript books and papers to be sold 
by Leigh, Sotheby and son, booksellers and auctioneers, in 
York-street, Covent-garden ; and the furniture and all per- 
sonal articles, in my chambers, at the time of my decease, 
to be sold by Thomas King, of King-street, near Coventr 
garden, auctioneer. The residue of my personal estate. 



which •bdl repuin tfter iMyment of hit funeral eipenceB, 
tW expenn or thii pmUtr of my will, atid deliU, 1 give to 
■Bj nephew, Joseph Frank, of Stockton, in the cwintj of 
DariMm, gentloman, whom I ai^nt execator of this mj 
win. With re^wet to m; foneral, (if I htppen to die, that 
ill, in the eoimtj of Uiddleaei, or the citj of London), mj 
■oat «nuR raqoeat lo mj ezeeotor ia, that mj bod; maj 
b« M lM f cd in the buiTing-ground of Bnnhill fields, with 
the leeet poanble oeremoo;, attenduice, or expence, with- 
ewt the ptewnoe of ■ elergTmaa. Mid mj eoffin being pre- 
neaalj outfall; u»d «ffectu«llj filled with quick lime. 
J. RmoM. 
Gut'k Ink, lih of September. 1»0S. 

" Bewdei the wuDerooe woriu which Ritaon gave to the 
worid, he ptvpued MTenl otben for the preae, of eqiu) or 
greUer merit, whieh have sinoe been edited bjr If r. Frank, 
m a manner worth; of hia eminent relalne. Theae volnmea, 
r with n umerous mMraeenpta, ferm a monument of 
Mrf , and zeal, whieh haa aaldom been equalled, 
and ami aecnn veneration for Ritaon's name. Upon hia 
ar^aire^MHla and chamoier. il is not requisite to add much 
to whai haa alread; been said. His eoeenlrieities and errora 
fan* been cmididl; admitted : and on theae it would answer 
■o good pnrpoae to dwell. But gratitude for his labonra, 
and a love of juacice, demanded that eridenoe of his rirtuea 
Amid be prodneed, since loo murk trovble haa been taken 
M xigiilin him as a glooa; misanthrope to whom the 
I hnritka of oar nalare weie abaolnte atrangera. HrSurteoa 
•a an ele^snt memoir of Ritaon, speaks of him from per- 
i.nal knowledge: and after atthhuting bis morbid irrila- 
btbi* of temper and sednded faabiu to an carl; disappoint- 
sai^l of the afleetioBS, In> ofaaerrca ; 
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" ' Id whatever singular habits or speculative opinioiis he 
might indulge, his deep and serious feelings were neither 
morose nor unsocial ; his attachments were steady and dis- 
interested; the associates of his youth were the firiends of 
Ids age, and he lost the regard of no honest man whose 
good opinion he had once acquired. He neglected no 
natural tie of blood or connexion, and to an only ne^iew 
fan attention was parental. In society with those in whose 
characters he had confidence, Ritson was a lively, cheerfiil 
companion, frank and unreserved; and if tenacious of his 
own peculiar opinions, he was at least most tolerant of 
those of others, and would permit every one to dust it away, 
and jingle his bells to his own tune.* 

'* In after years he was, however, fully sensible of his 
error. ' Avoid/ he advises his nephew, in April 1708, 'as 
much as possible, all appearance of singularity or a£bctar 
tion, and while you are a man of business, endeavour to be 
nothing else: I have learned the value of this piece of 
advice by dear-bought experience ; and experience geneimlly, 
both costs too much, and comes too late, to be of serrioe to 
the purchaser.* 

'* ' He abstained,* adds Mr. Surtees, ' on a principle of 
humanity, firom the use of animal food, and was bold 
[enough] to publish a book, in defence of his opinion. I 
could mention a hundred instances of Ritson's una£fected 
feeling for the sufferings of the brute creation— their groans 
entered his soul. — It is easy to ridicule such feelings, hut 
I own, I had rather possess them than laugh at them: and 
I believe, that more folks than choose to confess it, have a 
spice of Ritson *s condition. To follow his plan of abstinence 
were absurd, and nearly impossible ; yet it is surely a dis- 
agreeable necessity, which drives us to form part of a system 
where, of dire necessity, the powerful exist by preying on 



the weak. PerfMfM do stnner ehuicUr ii impnMed on • 
Ul«n «Dri<l.' 

" No >tigfat pniae b conlained in the fitUowing Btatement 
■a Iba HBM memoir: — ' On OM nitiject, the dmU oniMn 
W all. on wbidi w« differad (oto eato, I can miely amett, 
dMt OB BH, tbeo K T«rj foong man, Ritaon nerer intradad 
a WD^ obaemtioa that wodd be deemed either reflectiiig 
or ioridio—; indeed, I beliere, he would hare thought it a 
Waacb of moral rectilade to have endeavoared to rniwittle 
■ij ••jj^i"^ Than «aa mneh iJ nentnl groand on which 
w« eoold mttiy maaL' 

■• ' A friendlj oonaapoodeiwe,' (eontimwa Ur. Sarteea) 
- Ma naiatainad betwixt Sir Walter 8eoU and RitwiD, till 
the 4aath of the latter. I recollect that SooU uanalated 
for hiM * Lea Soarenin de UolineL' I take the liber^ to 
^•Dto (born Sir Walter'i letten) the following bonoraUa 
teotwnj to Ritaon'* character, becauae it deacribea moat 
admiraUj that excaaaiTe BBpuaticm after abaolule and exact 
TCtitj, which Ritaon eanied with him into ererj tnnaaetian 
af flommoa bfe; and whidt, I Toril; believe, waa me caoae 
<f that aa faf ta nate ■aperity with which ha treated aome 
moat wapectahle oontempoiariea. — ' 1 loved poor Ritaon, 
with aU bia aiBgalaritiea; be waa alwaje kind and indulgent 
U aa. He bad an boneatj of principle afaoot him, which. 
U h w«nt to ridienVMa extremitiea, waa atill raapectable, 
fraaa the aottndneM of the Ibondation. I don't believe the 
«a*M eonld have made Ritaon mj the thing he did not 
Ikink. 1 wiah we had bia like at praaent ;' — and again : ' I 
had a great fcindnwa for Ritaon, and alwajra received from 
htm the raadieat. J indial and moat libenl aaaiaianee in 
the okjecta of our joint pursuits. One ihii^ I olwrvrd in 
hm l«mper, an altmtion to which rendered rommunimion 
with him mncb man euj than if it waa neglected. Mr. 




Uitwn vas toit literal, and predae in his own s 
and expecting others to be the sanio, was much disgusted 
with any loose or inaocurata averment. 1 remember ratber 
a lodtcroos instance. He made me a viait of two days, at 
mj ootiage, nuar Laswade ; in the ooune of oonversatuMi we 
talked of the Komaa wall, and I was smpiiaed to find that 
he had adt^ted on the authority of some person at Hexham. 
a strong persuasion that its remains were no where liable, 
or at least not above a foot or two in height I hastily 
assnrsd him, that this was so br from being true, that I 
had rojseU seen a portion of it standing high enou^ for 
the fall to break a man's neck. Of this he took a formal 
memorsndum, and having visited the place (Glenwhelt, 
iie«r Gi]«land) he wrote to me, or, I think, rather to John 
Lerden, to say, that he really (bought that a &11 from it 
would break a man's neck, at leant, it was so high as to 
render the experiment dangerous. I immediately aaw what 
a risk I bad been in, ibr you may believe, I had no idea of 
being taken quite im> literally.' 

" Kilson's pereoo was small and thin, with a bir and 
fresh-ookHired complexion, and his appearance was remark- 
ably neat and gentlemanlike. His dispoeition was kind, 
tlieerfu), and amiable, and notwithstanding the soppoaed 
iirilabihty of his temper, his manners in society were mild 
and condlialoiy. Even a writer, who speaks of him with 
peculiar hatshness, admits that be could be a ' good com- 

" Thirty yeais luis now nearly elapsed since the grave 
closed over Josa'ph lUtiton; and it is certainly time that 
justice should hv rendered to liis character. The animo- 
sities, whirh his ( riticisnis nslurally excited, must surely 
have sult-ided in ilic bi'en.-its <if (he futv of his survivors 
«l)uDi he aggrien'il; aiul it U)uy Iw cxjiected, lliat even the 



mma noeoToui among them, will allow bis eminent lileruy 
•errkva, hi« uiuulliMl integrity, and his Dunwrotta other 
Tirutea. to abtoe for mere defecta of temper and constitn- 
tMoal irritability. TbM bit heart was no party to his Eknlta, 
ami ikM the aeerlnty of foeliog, iriiich he oecaaionally 
■iiiitrtiiil. did not spring from native malignity of dispo- 
mtMm it woold be abaard to deny; and his present bio- 
gnpher gladly refen to the many pnwfli of his mtdineas 
10 »imit the merits of, and even to defend, neariy ereiy 
«o* of tboee persons on whoaie works he commented with 
tke faiUeT«rt Mverity — Malone, Warton, and Percy. Again 
it nasi be orged, thai he had no personal animosity to 
gmify in pointing oat the misukea of thoae writers, aad 
that the tone of hie oommenia arose bom an exaggerated 
sslimaln of the subject, and a morbid though anaffbcted 
and deep-rooted reprd for veracity. As a laborious hns- 
tMnltBan in the Gelds of antiquity, and a most successful 
gleaner o( the neglecled beautJea of early poetry ; as the 
trmtJtr it a sdiool of editorial aecoracy; as the boldest 
«apMwr of the mischiefs arising from lilermry forgeries and 
•aterpulalions; •> a stem and nntmn promising advocate of 
bvmanity, truth, and integrity, Ritson's memory is entitled 
to the highest *eneimtiun snd respect. A lover of literature, 
lot ita owa sake, he never prodorvil a line from sordid 
(nriingi; and it is painful to neorA that, instead of deriving 
aay |ienmiary advantage from his labours, he iMcrificed out 
of hn humble mesnii no less than five hundred pounds 
■posi his worlu. 

~ To pofvue the memory uf surh a man as Kilaon with 
■be pfathetsof -misanthrope.' -atheiii.' 'jarobite,' 'ascetic 
• jntr.' Bivl 'vnariing critic:' lo forgi-t his literary merits, 
a»l that, •fler w many jwifw •>( uiufusiuf; t«il, he was 
'•mpplW tu H-ll a part of his library fur hi* BU|>|>ort. and 
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this, too, in the Toiy last year of his existence; to perceiTe 
that eren one of his own books cannot be re-printed with- 
out a repetitioii of calnnmies, and rooting up, from his very 
tomb, the remembrance of all hb errors, are new examples 
of the iiynstioe and inhanmnity of the world, and of the 
effsct of a man daring to think for himself, to declare his 
<^pinioiis, and to speak thb truth, in the simple and unso- 
plusticaled language in which tbdth ought to be spoken.** 
In regard to portraits of Mr. Ritson«and to that espedallj 
whidi forms the firontispiece to the present Tolume, the 
Editor found the following relation in Mr. Haslewood's 
account of his life and publications. 8to. 1854. 

"Befera the title-page of the < OaledoiiiMi Mme,* ie a minlitnre 
ihade tket has been oonaidered a itwmg likenesi of our anthor, taken 
lirom a profile, cot in paper, by the late Tery ingenious Mrs. Ftfk. 
The portrait, inserted in 'Nkhols's lUnstrations' (of which the firan- 
tiipiece to this folnme has been etchedX is eridently a o(^y from the 
well-known prodnetion of Mr. Sayer, pabUshed by Mrs. Humphrey, 
22nd March, 1S08. That published by Bahlwyn, with 'GiUray inn.* 
is from the same sooroe. Theresaltof an enquiry made some years 
since, was the presnmpcioo that a portndt» in oU oolouis, eziited in 
the poaiesson of an aw p 'n*'* t^*"^ i * 
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A TALE OF ROBIN HOOD. 



Ik the amngement of the Robin Hood Ballads, of vhich 
this Tolnme oonsista, the Editor has endeavoured to place 
ibem chronolc^icallf , ao &t as the profa^le dates of the 
maDuscripts from which the earliest erf them have been 
eibaeted, can be ctH^ectnred; — those vhich are talcen from 
printed copies, can he ascertained ; — and in that order oS 
time in which the respectiTe adventures recorded in them 
are supposed to have happened. Many of them are of 
much earlier antiquity than others ; and il is improlaible 
vou II. B 
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that the exart date, or the names of their authors, can now 
he discovered. It is impossible to believe that the princi- 
pal hero of tliem, or the adventures related, are entirely 
fictitious. They are, no doabt» many of ihem founded on 
fiMsts and incidents which have escaped the notice or been 
overlooked by the giave historian. But this hypothesis 
has been 80 largely treated upon, in the Preliminaiy Disser- 
tation in the preceding volume, that it is unneoeesaiy to 
enter agnn into the sulyect in dispute. 

Since Mr. Ritson published his first edition of BolnH 
Hood, a ballad, supposed to be of an earlier date than that 
of Rohyn Hods afid the Potter, which Mr. Ritson places 
immediately after the Lytett OeeU, has been discovered by 
the Rev. G. H. H^rtshome, and inserted in his Ancient 
Metrical Tales, 1829. The manuscript is in the public 
library of the University of Cambridge, cap. 5» 48. It is 
also reprinted in the second edition of RMn Hood, 1882, 
after, it is said, a careful collation by Sir Frederick 
Madden; a sufficient warranty for its accuracy. It is 
there called Robin Hood oftd the Monk. This is probably 
the oldest extant of the cycle of Robin Hood*s ballads. 
Mr. Wright considers it to belong to the fourteenth 
century, and that it was one of those which were sung 
by the contemporaries of Fordun, and the author of 
Pier$ Plmcman^t Visiam. This ballad is thus particularly 
alluded to in Bedwell*s '* Address to the Courteous Reader** 
in hb edition of the Tour7ia$nent of Tottenham, or the Woo- 
ing, Wimnmg, and Wedding of Tibbe, ths Eewtt daughter r 
(reprinted 1718)— ** Among sundry other treatises in this 
copy (i. e, manuscript), there is a story of Robin Hood and 
Little John, which seemeth to be done by the same author; 
yet I will not say that tliis poem was written then, or nere 
unto those times. It is now seven or eight years since I 
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eunt lint to tlic Higtit uf tlie ci>|>y. iitbl tluu iiy the iue«iia 
nt the wnrtlij. and my much lionoiii-eil ffood friead. 
If. Ue. Wither, of whoio. also, now tit k-iigth, I hAv« 
obtained the use of the Raine" (1631). 

Mr Wri^t, in his fuay* on UU Uuraturt, Smptr- 
atitmu, «nJ HUtory of EngUnd tn tlu MiddU Age$, 
pobliabed while these Tolumee were printing, haa written 
aa iBlareeting article on " the popular cycle of the Robin 
Hood Ballads," in which be enters at Urge into the merila 
and &te of this ballad. 

It is also candid to remark, that Hr. Wright's opinion 
apoB the antiquity and originality of the contents of the 
hfUU 0»*U differs from that of the writer on the article 
in the Lomdom and WntmituUr Rm**e, from that of 
If. Thierry, and of the editor of these Tolumes. llr. 
Wright thinks, that the compiler of the legend of the 
LfUU Ottta obtained his materials for each fytt« from 
ballads preriously in existence. 

" One. perhaps, of the Inllads," says Mr. Wright, "which 
MBtribnled to the formaUon of this poem, may have been 
■m|dy the adventure of Kobin Hood and the Knigbt. 
srliich here occupies the first and second fyttes of the 
Lfl^U GttU. and is made to run more or li»!» through the 
sriarie. The Knight was a charM^r respected by the 
pi— anil y. and in the personage of the unfortunate and 
m| « red Sir Kichard of the Lee, he probably drew forth aa 
■■eh ootnmiseration from th<ihe to whom the adTentare 
•aa song in the village alehouse, aa iu the courtly hall of 
lbs nobles, when lie appeared in raisfurtuiw in the ro- 
■aacca uf Sir ClegeH or Sir Amadas. They were all the 
Mme ntury, under ditfrrent fumw, in the oite imitaoce 
rtJorr.1 li. n |>»[><iliu- shape." 
" The next linlhiil,'* routinwa Mr. Wnglil. - wluch seem* 
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lo have been ii^ io the composition of this * geste/ ^^ <^ 
the same sturv, a little varied in its details, with ths^ 
iSoHn aiM< Uu P^tier. 

*' The third ballad nsed in the fonnation of this * 
was one of RMm Hood and the Monk, ^ oC 

" Periu^M the only other ballad used by the compiler 
the ' geste' was that idiich furnished the last two 
the Meeting of Robin and the King ; and it would 
that he had used the * explicit* of the ballad itself, or 
he had it in his mind, when he wrote at the end — ' Explyci ^ 
kynge Edward, and Robjn Hode, and Ljtell Johan.' Th^ 
mention of king Edtcard, the first instance of the name of 
a king which occurs in these ballads, is itself curious. 
Does it shew that the ballad, which the writer of the 
* geste* used, was written in the reign of one of the Eklwards; 
and that in the cycle sung at the Robin Hood festivals, 
when the king was introduced, they gave him the name of 
the king at the time reigning, as we have seen was the 
I'ase in a collateral cycle ?** 

Such are the ballad materials to which Mr. Wright sup- 
|K>ses the author of the LyUU Geste was indebted for the 
subjects of the di£ferent fyttes of that legend. 

Mr. Wright also doubts the authenticity of the passage 
in the Scoii-Chronicon of Fordun, in which he relates *' that 
in the latter part of the reign of Heniy III, arose from 
among the dispossessed and the banished that most fisunous 
cut-throat, Robin Hood, and Little John, with their accom- 
[>lices; whom the foolish multitude are so extravagantly 
fond of celebrating in tragedy and comedy ; and the ballads 
concerning whom, sung by jesters and minstrels, delight 
tht*m beyond all others ; of whom, however, some praise- 
worthy facts are namited ;" likewise what his junior 
rontem|iorMT an<l |MTional pu[>il, Hower, siiys. in the 
iontimwii«>n <^i Fonlun > work, witli Mich distinctness of 
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^^•iri-;itinn: *' Tiiat in T^OO (^.OUlli Uiury JJI) ^vc'ro obstinate' 
"^.►tstilities carried on between the dispossessed barons of 
^x^^land and the royalists, amongst whom, Roger Mortimer 
^^<^<^upied the marches of Wales, and John Dajnil the Isle 
^^ £lj. BobeH Hood now Uved an outlaw among the wootU 
'•••^ copMt and tkiekeU."" 

In contravention of these doabts by Mr. Wright, the 

^'^^tor would refer to what appears on the subject by 

^- Thierry, in the first volume, pp. 102-3, &c., and by 

^**^ ^mter in the London and Westminster Review, pp. 

113-14.15, Ac. 

Sorry, indeed, would the editor be, should Mr. Wright s 
^puxions prevail, and that the personal existence of Robin 
^^^«d, whether as outlaw or yeoman, should be discredited, 
***^ henceforth be considered merely as *' the baseless 
"^^ric of a vision," after centuries of belief in the reality 
^^ «Uch a person. 






6 following is the conclusion at which Mr. Wright 

es on the question in dispute; and as Mr. Wright 

^■*i3«lf admits it is one, not of a very easy solution, the 

r does not hesitate, opposed as Mr. Wright s opinions 

to his own, fearlessly and candidly to give further 

ncy to his conclusion. 

^Te have now given an abstract of all the remains of 

^jcle of Robin Hood, in its older form. We have seen 

it consisted of the common popular stories of outlaw 

in the green wood, as they were sung at the festivals 

^ rejoicings of the peasantry, with whom, at the time the 

y^S^ were made, such tales must naturaUy have been 

^^rites. As far as we can judge, the different incidents 

^^c cycle were not numerous, and it is probable that the 

^J^'^^I^iler of the "geste" introduced into it all he knew. 

^5* poem, indeed, seems at the period of its publication 

'^^ve been the grand reprcsentHtive of the cycle, and to 
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bftTe oonUined, at least, most of that which was commonly 
8Uig aboat the roads and streets. 

** The foregoing slight review of the material of the 
i^cfe, and of the nature of the stories which formed it, 
bangs OS at once to conclude that the character and popular 
histoiy of Robin Hood was formed upon the ballads, and 
not the ballads upon the person. There arises, however, 
thereapoo, an interesting question — who was the person 
that in these ballads bears the name or title of Robin 

Hood? — A QUESTION, AT THE SAME TIME, WHICH CERTAINLY 
DOES NOT ADMIT OF A YEBT EAST SOLUTION.'* 

The following is presumed to be, not only the oldest 
in existence, but one of the most beautiful iu the whole 
series of Robin Hood Ballads. The opening stanzas 
are peculiarly natoral and simple. The faithfulness of 
little John towards his master is admirably pourtrayed ; 
80 is the reconciliation between them ; and the king s 
anger is delightfully allayed, after having been made the 
dope of Little John's roguery, in admiration of the fidelity 
of Little John to his master. 

** * He b trew to his maiBter,* seide owre kyng, 
I lei, be swete teynt Johan, 
He lofys better Bobyn Hode 
Thee he does oi yehoo (each one). 

Bobyn Hode b ever bood to him, 

Boche in stiete and stalle. 
* Spdce no more of thu mater,* aeid oure kyng. 

But Johan haa begyled ns alle." 

The editor has preferred giving an explanation of tlie 
antique words in a short glossary at the end, to tlie intcr- 
niption of the reader by a reference to foot-notes. 
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I X vMnrr when tbe shawm Im sheyne. 

Arxl It-vtw he Ur)(e «nd lon(t<^. 
Hit IN full tncrr in fojre foreste 

Til Ih'D- (hf fmiljn aoog. 

To hr tilt' ilcrr i|n« lu IIh- iUv. 

Ami h-Te Uw liillen hcv. 
Ami oliadow bent to the leves greric. 

Vnilur ihe gren* node Uf. 

IIii Ixri-H on wbiUontMle 

Kriv ill n imt montjng,, 
Thif viti \\i fatre nui ahyne, 

And tbe briildia mery an ayng. 

Tbb t* a atttj aomjnffe, aeid litull Juhnr. 

He hjm Uuit djed on m. 
A mora raery nun then I un ond 

Ljvt^ Dot in rrixtiuite. 

fluk v)t ihv heii mjr drre nujster, 

I^Ullle Johlli- i-«n !"■>•. 
And Ihjnk liit in a full Uyn- Irroe 

In a iiK>niTiif(«- »f may. 
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Ze on thjnge groves mo seid Robyno, 
And does my hert mych woo. 

That I may not so solem day 
To mas nor matyns goo. 

Hit is a fourtnet and more, seyd hee, 

Syn I my sauyour see ; 
To day will I to Notyngham, seid Robyn, 

With the myght of mylde Marye. 

Then spake Moche the mylner[*8] sune, 

Euer more wel hym betyde. 
Take xii of tbi wyght zemen 

Well weppynd be ther side. 

Such on wolde thi selfc slon 

That xii dar not abyde. 
Off alle my mery men, seid Robyne, 

Be mv feithe I wil non haue. 

Bat litulle Johne sliall beyre my bow 
Til that me list to drawe 



Thou shalle beyre * thin own*, seid litulle Jon, 

Maister d: I wil beyre myne. 
And we wille shete a peny, seid litulle Jon, 

Ynder the grene wode lyne. 

I wil not shete a peny, soyde Robyu Hode, 

In feith litulle Johne with tliee, 
liut euer for on as thou shetes, seid Rohyn, 

In feith I hohle the thre. 



Thm fhM dvi fevdi tkavvi 
IWfar u Iwkr ni tew. 

Til itoUr J«hM- an <tf to ■ 
V ». to boar mbJ ihaar. 



A Mr Mnfr M th(« Um 

A* tfan w«M I* the <«7: 

LhnD JohM wil he b^ «i 



With Omk Rebn B«4e Iftd inl Jm. 

Ana HMe i^ymwi^im bi^ 
Liuit John wnerf snth thtrawfc. 

Aad polM M b hrithl bw«r. 

Wrrv tboo IM mj — ^— . M«d bnllr J' 
Hkni tfaoUs br hit M Mcv. 

Ft thm Kvm Mr ■• Ha**. 

Thru Robra 0dm to Sntn^am 



And Utalk JobM to tony Schmwil'. 
Thr pUfar* be kWNW dkoMF. 

Whan Rubrv <ame i* Samnbato. 

Srnrali wthnt»«f laj«e. 
H*^ poTcd to ^ aod btU lUfT 

To bnftffr brn nvt war l y yae. 

)|r ps into *ejvA MuT"a' « hi» 'b«. 

Ate) knrlT<l itrnt More ibr rwl'. 
All*- tlml ™*T wrTT the ''hnrh withn 

BrhrU «*^l Kobrar Hodr. 
til. II. 
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Beside hym stode a grot hedid munke, 
I pray to God woo he be. 

Fill sone he knew gode Bobyn [Hoda] 
As sone as he hym se. 

Ont at the durre he nm 

Fol sone and anon, 
Alle the zatis of Nolyngfaam 

He made to be span^d eoeiychone. 

Rise vp, he seid, thon prowde schereff, 
Boske the and make the bowne, 

I haue spyed the kynges felone, 
For sothe he is in this towne. 

I haue spyed the false felone. 
As he stondes at his masse, 

Hit is longe of the seide the munke 
And euer he fro ts passe. 

This traytiir[8] name is Robyn Hode, 
Vndur the grene wode lynde, 

He robbyt me onys of a C pound, 
Hit shalle neuer out of my mynde. 

Vp then rose this prowd schereff. 
And zade towahie hym zare; 

Many was the modor son 
To the kyrk with him can fare. 

In at the durres thei throly thrast 
Witli staves ful gode ** ilkone," 

Alas, alas, seid Robin Hode, 
Now mvsse I lituUe Johne. 
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But Robjne toke out a too-hond sworde 

That hangit down be his koe, 
Ther as the sohereff and his men stode thyckust, 

Thidnrwaid wold he. 

Thiyea thotom at them he ran. 

Then for aothe aa I jow aaj. 
And wonndyt many a modnr aone, 

And xii he slew that day. 

Hys sworde vpon the scfaiieff hed 

Sertanly he brake in too; 
The smyth that the made, seid Bobyn, 

I pray God wyrke hym woo. 

For now am I weppynlesse, seid Robyne, 

Alasse agayn my wylle ; 
But if I may fle these traytors fro, 

I wot thei wil me kylle. 

Robyns men to the churche nm 

Throout hem euer ilkon, 
Sum fel in swonyng aa thei were dede. 

And lay still as any stone. 



Non of theym were in her mynde 
But only lituUe Jon. 

Let be your rule, seid litulle Jon, 
For his luf that dyed on tre, 

Ze that shulde be duzty men 
iiit is gret shame to se. 
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Oure maister has bene hard bystode. 

And zet scapyd away, 
Pluk ap your hertee and leve this nume. 

And hericyn yrbal I shal say. 

He has serayd our ladie many a day, 

And zet will secarly, 
Therfore I trust in her specialy 

No wycked deth shal he dye. 

Therfor be glad, seid litul Johne, 
And let this moumyng be. 

And I shall be the munkes gyde 
With the myght of mylde Mary. 

And I mete hym, seid litull Johne, 
We wille go but we too 



Loke that ze kepe wel our tristil tre 

Vnder the levys smale. 
And spare non of this venyson 

That gose in thys vale. 

Forthe thei went these zemen too 

Litul Johne and Moche onfere 
And lokid on Moch emys hows 

The hyeway lay full nere. 

Litul John stode at a window in the momyngo. 

And lokid ferth at a stage. 
He was war wbor the munkc came ridynge, 

An<i wvlh hym a litul page. 
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lie me feith, 8«id litol Jolinu to Hocbe, 

I eui the t«l tithjngus gode; 
I »e wber Um monk comes i^djng, 

I know bjm be his wyde hode. 

Tbei wsot into the my thoM semon bothe. 

At cortM m«t) and bende, 
Tbd ipjrTed tithjngoa to tbe munke 

As tbn hade bene his frende. 

Fn> when* oome ze, aeid litol Johne, 

Tel n titbyngv* I yow pnj 
Dff a Um owtlaj (called RolTn Hode) 

Was takjn aMnrdaj. 

lie robbn me and mv Telowee bothe 

Of sx marka in aerten : 
If that Uat owtla^ be takro. 

For aothe we wolde be bjne. 

So did be me, aeid the maoke, 

l>f a C pound and more: 
I lajde fnnl bande fa^ apon. 

Ze may thonke me tberibre. 

I ptwj god thanke yvm. aeid litulle Johne, 

And •« wil when we maj. 
We wil ^ with tow with vour leve. 

And brrnge jow on jour wajr. 

For Kobrn Hode hane manj a wilde felow, 

I t<-llf »ow in rert«n. 
ir ibfli wibi XT rode thio wvv, 

In feith ze abulde be ^lavn. 
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As thai went tallqmg be the way. 
The munke and litulle Johne, 

Johne toke the mnnkeB hone be the hede 
Fill sone and anon. 

Johne take the numkee hone be the hed. 

For sothe aa I yow aaj. 
So did Mudie the litolle page, 

For he sholde not Btine away. 

Be the golett of the hode 
Johne palled the munke downe, 

Johne ma nothynge of hym agaat, 
He lete hym fisdle on hia crowne. 

Litolle Johne waa ' sore' agreryd. 
And drew owt his swerde in hye. 

The monke saw he shulde be ded, 
Lowd mercy can he crye. 

He was my maister, aeid litolle Johne, 
That thou base browzt in bale, 

Shalle thou neuer cum at ouie kynge 
For to telle hym tale. 

John smote of the munkea hed. 

No longer wolde he dwelle. 
So did Moche, the litolle page, 

For ferd lest he wold tell. 

Ther thei beiyed hem both 
In nouther mosse nor lynge, 

.\nd litulle Johne and Muche infere 
Bare the letters to oure kyng 
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]|p kiii'lnl down rpon his knf, 
Gud zow suie mj lefte lonle. 
Jmoi yow BUM and ae. 

Ood yow auie mj lege kjrng. 

To speke Johne ma fulla bolde ; 
He gif hym (be Uttun In hi« bond, 

Tbe kjng did hit unfold. 

The k jng red the lettora aum. 

And Hvid M> mot I the, 
Tber inu near hhbui in mei^ Inglood 

I longut so sore to see. 

Wher i<« the munlte that these ahuld haue browzt, 

Uurp kjnge gan aaj. 
Be mj troutbe aeid litull Jone, 

He dred aftnr the waj. 

The kjng gif lloche and litol Joo 

XX pound in Mrtan, 
And made them lemen of the crowne, 

And tiade iheim go a^ijn. 

He gaf Johoe the aeel in hand, 

The icheref for to here. 
To brrng Kot^n b^ni to, 

And iM) man do hnn dere. 



Jobnr (uke biH leve at aura kj 
The M>ihe as 1 y<iw h«_v; 

Tbe next way to No(3mgbaRi 
To lake be «de tbe way. 
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When Johne came to Notyngham 
The zatis were sparred yehone, 

Johne callid vp the porter. 
He answerid sone anon. 

What 18 the caoae, aeid litol John, 
Thou sparria the zates ao fiist? 

Because of Bobjn Hode, seid [the] porter, 
In depe prison is cast 

Johne, and Modie, and Wjll Scathlok, 

For sothe as I jow say, 
Thir slew onre m«i Tpon oure wallis. 

And safrtene vs eoeiy day. 

Litnlle Johne spyrred aftur the schereflf. 

And sone he hym fonde. 
He oppyned the kyngus privu seelle. 

And gftf hym in his honde. 

When the schereff saw the kyngus seelle. 

He did of his hode anon, 
Wher is the munke that here the letturs? 

He seid to litulle Johne. 

He is so Cayn of hym, seid litulle Johne, 

For sothe as I yow sey; 
He has made him ahot of Westmynster, 

A lorde of that ahbay. 

The scheref made John gode chere. 
And gaf hym wine of tlie l)est; 

At nvzt thei went to her Iwddo, 
And t»uen' man to his n»Mt. 
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When the scheref was on-slepe 

Dronken of wine and ale, 
Litul Johne and Moche for sothe 

Toke the way vnto the gale. 

Litul John callid vp the jajler. 

And bade him rise anon; 
He seid Robjn Hode had brokyn preson, 

And out of hit was gon. 

The portere rose anon sertan. 

As sone as he herd John calle ; 
Litul Johne was redy with a swerd. 

And bare hjm to the walle. 

Now will I be porter, seid litul Johne, 

And take the kejes in honde; 
He toke the way to Bobyn Hode, 

And sone he hym vnbonde. 

He gaf hym a gode swerde in his bond, 

His hed [ther-]with for to kepe, 
And ther as the walle was lowyst 

Anon down can thei lepe. 

Be that the cok began to crow. 

The day began to sprynge. 
The scheref fond the jaylier ded, 

The corny n belle made he rynge. 

He made a crye thoroo>^t al the tow[nl, 

Whedur he be zoman or knave, 
That co\slhe br}Tig hym Robyn Hode, 
His warisone he shuld haue. 
VOL. ii. D 
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For I lUr ncuer, said tho scheref. 

Cum before oure kyiige. 
For if I do I wot serten. 

For :k>the he wil me henge. 

The scheref made to seke Notjn^uuii, 

Bothe be strete and stye. 
And Robyn ms in mery Scherwode 

As lizt as lef on lynde. 

Then bespake gode litulle Johue, 

To Robyn Hode can he say, 
I haue done the a gode tome for an euylle, 

Quvte ' me* when thou may. 

I haue done the a gode tume, said litulle Johue, 

For sothe as I you saie, 
I haue brouzt the vnder [the] grene wode lyue. 

Fare wel, and haue gode day. 

Nay be my tiouthe, seid Robyn Hode, 

So shall hit neuer be, 
I make the maister, seid Robyn Hode, 

Of alle my men and me. 

Nay be my trouthe, seid litulle Johne, 

So shall hit neuer be, 
But lat me be a felow, seid litull John, 

No nodur kepe 111 be. 

Thus Johne gate Robyn Hode out of phsone 

Sertan withoutyn layne, 
When his men saw hvm hoi and soundf 

For uothc ihev were lul fayne. 
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'I1)ry lilloti in wync. mhI made lum gl»l. 

ViMl«r ihe levjm amale, 
And lete pMtea of venysone, 

That gods «FU • withal.' 

Than mxde caina to oon kynge, 

How Robjn Hode wm gOBfl, 
And bow the aclMref of Mo^ngtnun 

Durat n«uer UAa fayiiM vpooe. 

Then bespaktt oon cninl; kjttgt. 

In an angur hje, 
Liuille .Inhne hue begjltsi the nchetvff. 

In (ailh oo haae he me. 

I^itulle Johns has hegjlcd vs bothe. 

And that fulle wel I tte, 
Or ellw the schereif of NotTngham 

lire hongut nhuld he be. 

I made hem »imm of the crown. 
And gaf hem tut with mj liond. 

I gif hem grithe, seid oure hjmg, 
Thorowout all mery Inglond. 

I gaf hem grithe, then acide ourc kjng, 

I taj. Ml Diot 1 Uie, 
Fur vuthe lorhe a zenun aa be ia uii 

In all Inglaad ar not tlire. 

He M trew til hi't maistiT, Heide oure kjnge, 

I «•», in- »m-ie wyiit Johne, 
He louvh bettur Kahjn Hode, 

Then he dow v« jrhone. 
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Kobm Hode is eoer bond to him, 

Bothe in strete and stalle, 
Speke no * more ' of this matter, seid ours I 

But John has begyled tb alle. 

Thus endjB the talkyng of the numke. 

And Bohjn Hode I w ja se; 
God, that is euer a crowned kyng. 

Biyng Ts alle to his blisse. 



IBE END OF 

A TAUC or ROBIK ROOII, 

OR, ROBIN HOOD AND THR MONK. 





ROBVS HODK fAND THE POTTER). 



Treu an W liiUr doubt, but IhM ihi* titlUd majr br 
reckoDpd Ihf wcnnil in point of ■nti<)uitj of the KoUn 
Hood iMV^. Il in alwi |>r«itPn'(Hl among the muuKripta 
ID the pul'lir IJbniy nt Caniljri<lge, anil marked (Re. 4. 
'Ml Mr. lUlwm *» the first to puUiwh it in his edition 
uf Bubin Hood immetlialrljr after tlie legend of tbe Ij^iM 
G*tU: and he tiwrilied it to tlie age of Henrj VII. 
But Mr. Wright nuuntaina, wiiii mucli greater pnib^ilitj, 
that it WW writtrn in the reign of Ilenr; VI — perhaps 
aUml &(tj or siitj j«an etriier than Mr. Hibton lupiaMes ; 
*■ a* ftppcars," aajB Mr. Wright. " by a memorandum on 
une page, setting forth tbe e\pen*i>« uf the feant on the 
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marriage of die king with Margaret : — *' Tliys 3's ex- 
spences of fflesche at the mariage of my Lidey Marg et. 
that sche had owt off Eynglonde,** Ac. The orthography 
is rode, and the dialect would seem to be that of some one 
of our midland ooondes. It would appear, too, by the 
Uonders with idiidi it abounds, to bare been taken down 
finom recitation.** 

In this ballad, as in many others which follow, the 
Editor has not scrupled to avail himself of the remarks of 
previous editors and annotators, as well as of those of Mr. 
Ritson, and particularly of the Editor of Robin Hood, 
published in Smith's Standard Libraiy. 



11. 

ROBYN H(»DE [aXD THE POTTEK" 



Is schomer, when the leves spryng. 
The bloschems on every bowe, 

So merey doyt the berdys syng, 
Yn wodys merey now. 

Herkens, god yemen, 

Comley, cortessey, and god, 
On of the best that yever bar bou, 

Hes name was Roben Hode. 

Roben Hood was the yemans name, 
That u*as bovt corteys and fre : 

For the loffe of owr ladev. 
All women werschep *he.' 




■till «i> the 1^1 yciiK'ii MimI on a day. 

AiiHirift Ih-s iiu-ry maiH-y, 
lie was war uf a pruwd potter. 

Cam Hryfyng <>»tt the * \vy.' 

Yonder comet a prod potier, tiejAo Roben. 

That long bayt luuitjd ihia wej, 
lie WM never m corujra a man 

On pnwy nt pawa({« to paj. 

Y met hem hot at Westbrcg. aejde Lytyll Juhu. 
Anil Iherfor yeHi-U mut he the, 

Srche thr« tttrokeii he Die gafe, 
Yet tbej cleflie by my Mydys. 

Y ley forty ufaillingH, seyde Lytyll John, 
To pay het the* aanw day, 

Ttier y« nat a man among hus all 
A «ed achalt nuke hem ley. 

Her VH forty hhillings, seyde Koben, 

Mor, and thow dar aay. 
That y arhall make that prowde ]iutl«r. 

A »ed to me nchaJl be ley. 

ThiT lhi» money they Icyde, 

Thry titke bet a ycman to kepc , 
iMitirn U-for the potter be breyde, 

' .\iid up t» hvm tna lepe.' 

Handy* ajiun hm honte he Ifyde, 

And had - hem ' ktonde foil alell. 
The potter kchorteley lo bem wydr, 

Felow, what ya (hey well ? 
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All dies ihre jer, and mor, potter, he seyde, 

Thow hast hantyd thes wey. 
Yet wer tow never so cortys a man 

One peney of pauage to pay. 

What ys they name, aeyde the potter ; 

For paoage thow aske of me ? 
** Boben Hod ya mey name, 

A wed schall thow leffe me." 

Wed well y non leffe, seyde the potter. 

Nor pavag well y non pay ; 
Awey they honde fro mey horse, 

Y well the tene eyls, be mey fieiy. 

The potter to hes cart he went. 

He was not to seke, 
A god to-hande staffe therowt he hent, 

Befor Roben he * lepe/ 

Roben howt with a swerd bent,* 
A bokeler en hes honde [therto] ; 

The potter to Roben he went. 
And seyde, Felow, let mey horse go. 

Togeder then went thes two yemen, 

Het was a god seyt to se ; 
Therof low Robyn hes men, 

Ther they stod onder a tre. 



* Bent Mr. Ritsoo makes a query here; the meaning appears to 
us to be, ''Robin oat with a sword, turned totoards, or poimitd mi 
hu advenary," the word beni being used in the same sense, as when 
we speak of a person hanng bent his eyes upon another. 
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Ix-vtell John U> h<M fvlowlies ncjilv, 

YoihI [iritter wellu Htefleley i<t(tii(lf . 
'Die potuir, irilh a ca«-anl Btrukc, 

Smot the tiokeler owt of hes honde ; 

And ta Koben mejt get bet agen, 

Hm bokeler nt hen fetU, 
The potter jn the neke hem (oke. 

To the grande none he rede. 

That MK Roben bea men, 

Ai thay stode ender a bow ; 
Let iM belpe owr maater, sejred Ljtell Jelbn, 

Yonder pMt«r da well bem kIo. 

Thes jemen went with m brejrde. 

To ' Uier ' maater the; cam. 
Iicjiell John to bea master M^de, 

Ho haet the wagar won ? 

Schal) y haff jowr forty shillfa^, sejde Lrtcl John, 

Or ye. maater, achall haffe mynt? 
Yeff they wer a hundred, sejde Roben, 

Y l*7tb«. thej hen all thejne. 

Hrt T« M leytell corteitej, tiejde the potter. 

Aa J haffe banle weyiie men uaje, 
Yeff a por jeman mm drjwyng ower ihe wey, 

To let brra of hes gomey. 

Be mey Irowei, tfaow geyo iwyt, Myde Rolieu, 

Thow Mj* god yemenrey; 
And thow dreyfle fbrthe yevery day, 

Tbow arhali nerer be Irl for me. 
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Y well prey the, god potter, 

A felidchepe well thow hafle? 
Geffe me they clothyng, and thow achalt hafe mjne ; 
Y well go to Notynggam. 

Robyn went to Notynggam, 

Thes pottes for to sell ; 
The potter abode with Robens men, 

Ther he fered* not eyllef. 

Y grant therto, seyde the potter, 
Thow schalt feynde me a felow gode ; 

Bot thow can sell mey pottee well. 
Com ayen as thow yode. 

Nay, be mtsy trowt, seyde Roben, 

And then y l»escro mey hede, 
Yeflfe y bryng eney pottes ayen, 

And eney weyffo well hem chcpe. 

Than spake Leytell John, 

And all hes felowhes heynd. 
Master, be well waj^ of the screffe of Notjnggam, 

For he ys leytell howr frende. 

Thorow the helpe of howr ladey, 

Felowhes, let rae alone ; 
Heyt war howte, seyde Roben, 

To Notynggam well y gon. 



* Fared, limL f This stanza is eTidcnily misplaced in the MS., 
where it stands the last but five of this fit; it should be either the 
last bat ooe of the present, whore it is now placed, or the first of the 
neat 
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'rim Koben drofle <m hn wqr, 

Ko mer^ over the Imide. 
if em mor and mBtuT y to Mfe, 

The bcrt 71 bebeTiide. 

[thx uoond fit.} 

Whiex RofacD nme to Notpiggam, 

Thv 80Tt jef J teholde wje, 
lie Ki op hes bone tnon. 

And gaflie hem botTa and hajre. 

Yn the medn uf the towne, 

Tber be showed hes war. 
Potty* ! poUjB ! he gan crey foil tone, 

Hatfe hanMll lor the mar. * 

Foil eflipn agenest the screRejs gat«, 

Srhowed he hn ehalki ; 
Wejfln and wedowes abowt hem draw. 

And chepjd liut of bes war. 

Yet, Pottya, great chepe ! cri«d Rojrn, 

Y lofle yeflell thea to Monde. 
And all thai nw hem aell, 

Stfjde he Ind be no potter long. 

Hie puUjB that wer wertbe pens CsTfle. 

He nU tfaun far peni thre : 
Preveley aeyde man and weyft. 

Ywndf r potter achall never the. 

M fMte oT Hj want u aud lo raoMn tawf ol bk Bnl 
«i tat the aMWIv of Ikt laxl. H^t htmmlfit rt< ■»-. it 
imtmti, aalM ll cm ba ibe^t le iMf»j, Ghr ■■ hmmi. 
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Thos Roben solde foil fast. 

Tell he had poUys hot fejffe ; 
Op he hem toke of his car. 

And sende hem to the screffejs wcjfie. 

Thevof sdie was fell fetyne, 

Gereamaraey, sir, than seyde sche, 

When ye com to thes centre ayen, 
Y schall bey of ' they * pottys, so mot y the. 

Ye schall haffe of the best, seyde Roben, 

And swar be the treneyte. 
Foil corteysley ' sche * gan hem call, 

Ck>m deyne with the screfe and me. 

Godamarsey, seyde Roben, 

Yowr bedyng schalle be doyn. 
A mayden yn the pottys gan ber, 

Roben and the screffe weyffe folowed anon. 

Whan Roben ynto the hall cam. 

The screlTe sone he met. 
The potter cowed of corteysey. 

And sone the screffe he gret 

** Loketh what thes potter hayt geffc yow and me, 

Feyffe pottys smalle and grete !** 
He ys fol wellcom, seyd the screffe, 

Let OS was*, and ' go * to mete. 



* Wash. ^* And afterward the justices arise and tca*$e, and geflfe 
thanks unto the new serjuanis for ther gode dyner.** (Oriptiws 
jmridicicies, p. \\f>.) This ceremony, which, in former times, was oon- 
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As thej sat at her raetlie. 

With a nobell cher. 
Two of the screffes men gan speke 

Offagret wager. 

Was made the thother daje, 

Off a schotyng was god and feyne, 
Off forty shillings, the sojt to saye, 

Who scholde thes wager wen. 

Styll than sat thes prowde potter, 

Tlios than thowt he, 
As y am a trow Gerstyn man, 

Thes schotyng well y se. 

Whan they had fared of the best. 

With bred and ale and weyne. 
To the * bottys they ' made tliem preut. 

With bowes and boltys foil feyne. 

The screffes men schot foil fast. 

As archares that weren godde, 
Ther cam non ner ney the markc 

Bey halfe a god archares bo we. 

Stell then stod the prowde potter, 

Thos than seyde he. 
And y had a bow, be the rode. 

On schot scholde yow se. 

ftUmlljr practised as well before as after meat, seems to have fallen 
into disuse on the introduction of forks, about the year 1620: as 
before that period our ancestors supplied the place of this necessary 
utensil with their fingers. 
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Thow schall haffe a bow, seyde the screfie, 
The best that thow well chejs of thre; 

Thoa semyst a stalward and a atronge, 
Asaj schall thow be. 

The screfie oomandyd a yeman that stod hem bey 

Affter bowhes to wende ; 
The best bow that the yeman biowthe 

Roben set on a stryng. 

*' Now schall y wet and thow be god. 

And polle het op to they ner/* 
So god me helpe, seyde the piowde potter, 

Thys ys hot rygzt weke ger. 

To a quequer Roben went, 

A god bolt owthe he toke. 
So ney on to the marke he went, 

He fiftyled not a fothe. 

AU they schot abowthe agen. 

The screfies men and he. 
Off the marke he welde not fistyle, 

lie cleffed the preke on thre. 

The screffes men thowt gret schamo. 

The potter the mastry wan ; 
The screffe lowe and made god game. 

And seyde, Potter, thow art a man ; 
Thow art worthey to Ut a bowe, 

Yn what plas that thow 'gang/ 
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Vn mej art j hsffe a. Iiove, 

Fonojt, be •ejde, and that 4 goddo; 

Yn ntej cut j» the bow 
That ' I had of Bobjm Hode.' 

KBDWMt thow fUbjn Hode? lajde the ecreffe. 

Potter, J prej the tell tboa me. 
" A bnndrad tame 5 hdfe aefaot «itfa bem. 

Under bes tortyll tre." 

Y bad larer nar a bandred pcmde, aejde the acreffe, 
And smtr be the trenite. 

fY bad lever nar a hnndted ponde, he aejde.} 
That the &k owtetam stod be me. 

And je well do alftrr mav red, tejAt the poit«r, 

And boldeley go with lae. 
And to morow, or we bet l«ed, 

Rohen Hode wel we ne. 

Y well qiMjt the, kod the aoreffe. 
And ewer be f^ of roejtbe. 

flchetjnff thaj left, and bom they went. 
Her araper waa reder dejthe. 

Upon the monw, when hot waa dar, 

He boakjrd bem brthe to reyde : 
The potior hea cute forthe ^ui ny. 

And wolde not [be] lefle hebeynde. 

He (oke leffp- nf the acreflja wjft. 

And ibankjd ber of all thjng : 
" Daa, far mty kft, and ye well thn wer. 

Y gefle jow her a gnld^ TrnK-" 
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Gramarsey, seyde the weyife. 

Sir, god eylde het the. 
The screffes hart was never so leythe. 

The feyr forest to se. 

And when he cam ynto the foreyst. 

Yonder the leffes grene, 
Berdys ther sange on bowhes prest, 

Het was gret goy to sene. 

Her het ys merey to be, seyde Roben. 

For a man that had hawt to spende - 
Be mey home * we ' schall awet 

Yeff Roben Hode be * ner hande.* 

Roben set hes home to hes mowthe. 
And blow a blast that was foil god. 

That herde hes men that ther stode, 
Fer downe yn the wodde. 

I her mey master, seyde Leytell John: 
They ran as thay wer wode. 

Whan thay to thar master cam, 

Leytell John wold not spar: 
" Master, how haffe yow far yn Notjmggam? 

HafTe yow solde yowr war?" 

" Ye, be mey trowthe, Leytyll John, 

Loke thow take no car; 
Y haffe browt the screffe of Notvnggam, 

For all howr chaflfar." 

He y3 foil wellcoin, seyde Lytvll John, 
Tht's tydyiig ys foil godde. 




The acKfle had lerer nar ■ hnDdrHl ponde 
He had o«er Rene Robeii Hode. 

" Had I woit that befbren. 

At No^Dgpun when we mr, 
TbowKlioMe not com jn fBjr foreiit 

Of dl thv thowMode tfw. 



•• That wot J well, leyde Robra, 

y thuike goA that j be ber; 
Tberfm- ac^nll je leffe jowr bone wiUi hos, 

And all Tour bother fin." 

That fend I gndn forbode,* kod the tcreffe. 

So to le^te mcj goddp. 
'■ Hetber ye earn m horae soil hey. 

And bom achall je go on fote ; 
And gret well thej weyfle at home. 

The woman jn foil godde. 

y aHwll ber iwndc a whejt palflrrr. 

Het bambellet u the wernde; 
Xer br the lofle of rowr weyife. 

Off mor sorow aebolile yow aeyng." 



• n^fimd If^firttt,. Mr. RitMM uplaUiyhi< u deTmd; 

I Jt I I. MtmUModRWBi; bot iiDcrin Um wnK of tb* pMMgv. 
ad, ia risblJj ialnpretfd ■■ Jffr^ swd bc» in iu h«iliiMlc 



a jnliliWii. thaa a limpU com 
s Kaitluk waold coaMqaraily n 
I, 1. L. il u coalnrj to God'i coi 



atandnent Tlw " l,~ » 
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Thes parted Rofajn Hode and the screfle. 

To Notynggam he toke tlie waje; 
Hes wejffe fejr welcomed hem horn. 

And to hem gan ache saye : 

Seyr* how haffe yow £Euned yn grene forejat? 

Haffe ye hrowt Rohen horn? 
" Dam, the deyell spede him, hothe bodey and bon, 

Y haffe hade a foil grete skome. 

Of all the god that y haffe lade to grene wod. 

He hayt take het fro me. 
All hot this feyr palffrey, 

That he hayt sonde to the.** 

With that sche toke op a lowde lawhyng. 
And swhar be hem that dyed on tre, 

*' Now haffe yow payed for all the potlys 
That Roben giB^e to me. 

'* Now ye be com hom to Notynggam, 

Ye schall haffe god ynowe.'* 
Now speke we of Roben Hode, 

And of the pottyr onder the grene bowhe. 

'* Potter, what was they pottys worthe 
To Notynggam that y ledde with me?** 

They wer worth two nobellys, seyd he. 
So mot y treyffe or the; 

So oowde y had for tham, 
And y had ther be. 

Thow schalt hafe ten |)ondo, seydc lloben. 
Of money feyr and fre ; 
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And yovcr whau thow comest to grene wod, 
Wellcom, potter, to me. 

Thes partyd Robyn, the screfle, and the potter, 

Ondemethe the grene wod tre. 
God haffe mereey on Roben Hodys soUe, 

And saffe all god yemanrey ! 



ROBYN AND GANDELYN; 

OR, ROBYNN LYTH IN GRENB WODE BOWNDYN. 



The following song or ballad, it may Oedrly be presumed, 
had reference to the hero of this series. It recounts the 
fate of a yeoman named Robyn, who had gone to the * grene 
wode' with his companion Gandelyn, where they meet with 
a hundred fallow deer, the fattest of which fell by Robyn s 
arrow. Robyn was then shot by Wrennok of Doune, the 
keeper, who yns challenged by Gandelyn, and slain 
by him. A more artless tale, and exultation of revenge, 
could not be told. Mr. Wright first brought the whole 
song to light in one of his neat duodecimo volumes of 
early poetry, published by Pickering in 1836; and since 
noticed by that antiquary in his '* Essays on the Literature, 
Superstitions, and History of England in the Middle 
A^rs." Mr. Wright thus describes the song: — " In a col- 
1» rtion of songs and carols, among the Sloanc manuscripts, 
in the British Museum, which an incidental coincidence 
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has proved to be written in the Warwickshire dialect, 
perhaps nearly contemporaiy with the ballad last men- 
tioned, [Robin Hood and the PoUer] is a song, that ap- 
pears to belong to our cycle, at least by its subject, if not 
by the person whose death it celebrates.** 

Mr. Wright coi\jectares, that the manuscripts may be of 
nther an earlier date than the reign of Henxy V; but its 
greatest antiquity must be included within the fifteenth 
century. 

Mr. Ritson thought it not improbable, that Robyn Lyth 
had been formeriy in the suite of Robin Hood, and on his 
master's death, had set up for himself. 

Gandalin, an uncommon name, occurs in the old 
Spanish romance of Amadis de Gaul. 

The song is reprinted from Mr. Wright's duodecimo 
edition, apparently more accurate than Mr. Rit8on*s version, 
in his '* Antient Songs and Ballads,** second edition, 1829, 
revised by his nephew. 



III. 

ROBTNN LTTH IN ORENE WODE BOWNDTM. 



I BERDE a carpyng of a clerk 

Al at zone wodes ende. 
Of godrt Robyn and Gandeleyn 

Was ther non other gynge. 
»Strongo. thcuys worn tho chylderin non. 

But bowmen godc and hcnde : 
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lie wentfn U> wode to gctyn bcm lle;ch, 

If God wolJ il hem Mvade. 
Al day w«ntyu tbo chylderio too, 

And fleydi (bwndjn be non. 
Til it vara ft^yn Mjn, 

The cfajiderin wold gon bom: 
Half a bonderid of ht Uj{ der 

He com^ a-con. 
And all be weni &fT and fat i-now. 

But maikjd waa titer oul 
lie dere Gode, lejde gode [Rofajn], 

Hcre^ «« xul bane on. 
Itubjm vent his jolj bove, 

Ther-in be eet a flo. 
The latlest der of alle the herte 

He clef a tu. 
He badde not ibe der i-idav« 

Ne half out of tfae bjde, 
There cam a achrevdc arwe out of the veet 

That felde Roberta pryde. 
Gandeleni lokjd hTio est and ve«i 

Be eueiy «jde, 
Huu hat mja mayater Hla/io, 

Ilu bat don thin dedo: 
Xal I iifuer out uf grene vode go 

Ti I >« aj-diii blede. 
Gandettrjn lukfd hjm e«t and lok;d vettt. 

And w>wt vndcr the aunne, 
lie saw a Ijtil haj be clepyn 

Wrrnnuk uf Uoune : 
A good bove in bit hood, 

A hrod areve Iberine, 
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And fowie and xx goode anvjs 

Trusjd in a thmmme. 
Be mr the, war the, Gandelejn» 

Her<tf thu xalt han summe : 
Be war the, war the, Gandelejn, 

Her-of tha gyst plente. 
Euere on for an other, seyde Gandeleyn, 

Mjsaonter haoe he xal fle. 
Ower at xal our marke be, 

Seyde Gandeleyn. 
Eneiyche at otheris herte, 

Seyde Wrennok a-geyn. 
Ho xal zeae the ferste schote, 

Seyde Gandeleyn. 
And I xal zeoe the on be-fom, 

Seyd Wrennok ageyn. 
Wrennok schette a fill good schote, 

And he achet not to hye. 
Throw the sanchothis of his biyk, 

It towchyd neyther thye. 
Now hast thu zouyn me on be-fom, 

Al thus to Wrennok seyde he. 
And throw tha myzt of our lady 

A bettere I xal zeue the. 
Gandeleyn bent his goode bowe, 

And set therin a flo. 
He schet throw his grene oertyl. 

His herte he def on too. 
Now zalt thu neuer zelpe, Wrennok, 

At ale ne at wyn, 
lliat thu hast slawc goode llobyn 




A TArjc np Hunix iionn. 

Ami hU luune OsndcleTii: 
Now salt thu ntnier zttlpp. WmiDok. 

At «7n DO at de. 
That thu faMt aUw goode Robjn 

And Oandel«77n his ksawe. 
Robjn IjzUi in grane wode bowdjn. 



A TALE OF ROBIN HOODE. 



Thk fallowing veraes on tbo dissolation of monuterira, 
ukra fiMD the lUrioiu MSS. in the British Muaeum. 
tlnogb not ■ppertaining in tbrir style or RMtter In the 
Hcnml Kitqerbt of the Bobin Hood balladii, mn 
worth; of a place in iheoe volunin, aa iUustniite of the 
popalarity of our bero'a name, and of the purpoon to 
whirh it hai andentlj been i^lied. It ia a curioiu 
lyerinnti (the moral being the ovenhnrw of the abbej*) 
of the tatira tn which recoune was tbm had b> bring 
nboat their auppreaaion. Several of the veraes contain 
ONHtdenUe poetical imageij and meriL Mr. Bibwn haa 
aUadri to them in the notea and illuatrationa lo hia life of 
Rahn lloud. The Ber. T. D. Foabnwke. also, in Ma 
" Bniiah Uonachinn.*' hns inMfted about thinjr of the 
(winding linea, but baa enitled ae«eral, in ihne lhirt,r, 
■iKk Tef7 muA albrt ihe sraH of ibow be IiM ftintei. 
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The verees are now fint printed entire from the 
Harieiftn MS. The notice of tlie old romances of Bevis 
and Aadeparte or Aaci^pant, is curious. The notes are all 
in the original manuscript 



IV. 

A TALE OF ROBIN HOODE. 



A tiJe of Bobb Hoodep didonge wim, beetweeoe Watt and Jeffir j. 
Tlie monll is the orerthrowe of the abbjet, the like being st- 
tonted bj the Pnritrae which is the wolfe: and the Poletcctan 
whidi b the flbz, agajst the bnshops. 

Rosnc boodb: buahop, adam bell: abbot. 

LUTTIB JHON: COLLBAMOB OR THX UmVEBSETT. 

JEFFRT. 

Watt bqj, whether now so faste? 
^liy man, what needs all this haste? 
Ffrolicke man, for I have seen 
Both our flocks in yonder greene, 
Hadst then come but heere away: 
Thou hadste scene a pretty fraye. 

WATT. 

Who foughte heere, I pray the shewe? 

JEFFRT. 

Two fiitt rams for one leane ewe. 
With sutch force each other Iwttred 
That their heads were bothe beemattred ; 
So all three were in one plighte, 
Shee with leauessp, tliej with fight. 
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WAIT. 

RMt thej then if thej bee weaiy 
And mftke wee a little merj : 
Tale wee, Jefijy, in this shade 
Till the toonn beeginn to glade ; 
Thj lovea ttorye of thy Gyn 
Wowlde deleghie mee more then this. 

JBFFRT. 

Watt stay there : for love I ceare not. 
Leave out love, and speake, and spare not. 
Talke of Bevis, fighter peerlesse, 
Or of Ascleparte the fearlesse; 
Talke of Wons, and of wonders. 
Lightnings flashe, or nores of thonders ; 
Fjre and hajle, and stormes of blood : 
Or tell a tale of Robinhoode. 

WATT. 

Pitty twere hee that showlde ease thee, 
Shottlde relate things cannot please thee; 
Thy lores eager sawce I feare 
Wowld wax sharper than with this gears. 
Jeffry, and I durste not venter 
Patt thy sorowes on the tenter : 
Of Robin Hoode I cann thee tell 
With UtUe John and Adam Bell. 

jErrRT. 
Than tel mee of those iolly markmen 
Whiles our Bocks go feeding. 

WATT. 

Harke then: 
Rabin Hoodf, tm thou dust know, 
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Was* the finte that drewe the bowe. 

Adam Bell rose ap anonn: 

Laate of all came little John. 

Robin in the greatest heate, 

Oott his levinge by his sweate; 

Hee did encounter monsters fell 

In forest wide and did them quell. 

Him ne're Chimaira could afrighte. 

Nor monster men with giants higfat; 

The flying dragon scap*te him not 

So strong hee drewe, so rigfate hee shott, 

Etcu that Leviathan remorcelesse 

Shott downe to hell did feele his forces. 

With bowe and arrowes by his side, 

Hee wall^te the woods and forrests wide. 

When the. worlde for helpe did cry, 

And good archers were sett by, 

Hee taught Adam to deliver, 

Hee the firste that gave him quiver; 

Gave him bowe and arrowes sure, 

Gave him goodly furniture. 

Hee tooke Adam by ye hande; 

Hee lead Adam throug the lande; 

He plas*te Adam in the playne 

By the riyers christall veyne. 

When the worlde was cahne at laste. 

And all danger now was paste. 



* Bjshopt were finte in the primitiTe chorche, in the heftte of 
penecadoo, then sacoeeded monastrejret, in calmer tymes; and laste 
of an coUeages: of either which bushops were principall and firste 
fonaden. — MS, 
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Little John. «bo 6iAk doc 

Wbal good Robin did far tht^^ 

On two w^nmUfmt^ ht the pbnted, 

Ffall of fprings viiidi nrfer standcid; 

WbenM Ini]^ nven nnn lAmiBe 

Into Adm • frvitfiiD fd^ne- 

Two £ijre looantejDM thou iortt Mde. 

FfaD of prvtioai ■tones and gooM; 

Which the vorlde so mncth Mti br 

As the body doth the eye. 

Adftm Bell was wmre aid wiw 

^lien hee firste beeguin U> rise. 

Till with fatnes of his Ikre 

Hee grew lullj past all care. 

As the bee in aommers prime 

Socks the mariguolde and thrme, 

Suclu the rose and dailudill. 

LeaTinge takinge what hee will ; 

And from flowre to flowre doth gijde 

Sweetlr br the riTers side. 

Where chhstall streames delightfall ronnin^ 

Ar erer stweetned with his hnmmings. 

Surth was Adam in hia prime. 

In the flower of his tjma. 

So hee tasted errj tweete. 

Till with fSsU hee fell a sleepe. 

As he slombred on the dale 

Spread vpon the gentle vale, 

Chann ste a /yonf came that way. 

liongry. pantinge, for his praj. 

» rm»tfx Oi.. Cam — V.V. f Kingr Hrnrj.— ,^5. 




.X iM fotma^ t 



A* » ifMbt vft Oft ctjm. 

BitriM ash 'aut vjMU «ai Tm^. 

WImmc k«^ lna« ir^^ t«tuf* 

AH *^ «i«fM ( Mt/xstLn^ot. 

Adub n Iht Ij'jcei f*>«, 

<Hn m fMu. Mm^c ther crj •!«. 

And Mtt bin r>iMl •»« ci«tt wt<>. 
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FRAGMENT RELATING TO ROBIN HOOD. 



It fioiild be anpardoDftble to exclude the following lines 
from the cycle of poems relative to Robin Hood. They 
were fint printed by the Rer. S. R. Mtitland in his *' List 
of some of the eariy printed books in the Archiepiaoopsl 
librmry st Lambeth,*' 8to. 1845. Mr. Msitland has 
kindly informed the Editor, that ** the leaves had been 
used as an end paper for Wynkjm de Worde*8 impression 
of ** Hylton's ScaU Perfectionis," 1494. It is just the 
type, he adds, which I should be afraid to sssign to any 
precise time or particular printer.** Upon comparison of 
the type, the Editor has no doubt it is the same beau- 
tiful letter which was used by Pynson, in his edition of 
the "Liber Intrationum,** 1510. The leaves are very 
■luch worm-eaten, and damaged by folds. There is a 
water mark in the paper of some beast of burthen, the 
and tail of which cannot clearly be traced, owing to 
(^ the printing being over those parts; but it very 
ouich re se m bles the rode specimen of an animal, fig. 8, in 
Mr. Denne*s " Observations on Water Marks,** plate 15. 
vol. xiL p. 1 15, of the Archsologia. The size of the leaves 
is 8 inches long by 5 wide. The figure on the next page 
is as nearly a facsimile of the original as could be traced. 
That Mr. MaitJand found these leaves in a work printed by 
Wynkyn de Worde sixteen years before Pynson*s edition of 
llie *' Liber Intrationum,** by no means militatfn against the 
upinion that thc*y mere printed with Pynsons type; they 
wrre cotemporarit*s in the art; and the leaves might ha\e 
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been Uken from the original work, and inserted at the 
end of Wjnkyn de Worde's edition of ** Hjlton*s Scala,** 
many years after the death of both these printers. What 
HIS the subject of the poem from which they were ex- 
tmcted will now probably be never ascertained. 




V. 

FRAGMENT OF A KEWLT DISCOYERED POEM REIATIVE 

TO ROBIN HOOD. 



No. 14. Two iMfti ill blade letter, the fint bearing the figoatore 
A. in, aad each eontaiiiiiig thirty-one linea of a poeai on Bobin 
Heod, tad begiaaiBg rather abnipCly:^ 

For myn owne ware 

I tell the syr in prelate. 

The kynges men shall loke to me 

A thoosande poonde and mare. 

Oweth he moch the in this countre? 

What sylaer shall they pay the. 

For goddes holy are? 

Syth, thou arte neyghbour myne; 

1 wjll my nedes do and thyne» 
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Therof haiie thou no care. 

Syr, he sajd, be saynte Edmounde, 

Me they owe thro poande. 

And od tuo ehyllynge. 

Astfoke I haoe to wytnes; 

Of haayll I wene it is. 

I hane no other thyngel 

And yf thou do as thou me be hote, 

I shall gyae to the a cote 

Without ony dweUynge. 

Seuen shyllynge to morowe day. 

Whan I am senred of my pay. 

Gramercy, sayd the kynge; 

Now tell me what is thy name. 

That I, for the, bere no blame; 

And where thy wonnynge is? 

Syr, he sayd, so mote I the, 

Adam the sh^pherde men calleth me. 

For certayne soth I wys, 

I was I-bore in orton. 

Had not thy fader hochon 

Also bane thou blysse. 

No, by my fay, sayd the li^nge, 

I wene thou knowest me nothynge ; 

Thou redest all a-mysse. 

My flEuier was a Walsshe knyght; 

Dame Isabel my moder hy^^t, 

For soth I tell the. 

In the castell was her dweUynge, 

Through the commaundmente of je kynge, 

That sche sholde ther be. 

Now thou wotest where I ^'as borne. 
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The other Edwarde here by fome; 

Full well he loued me. 

Sertajnly I will not fajle. 

Some tyme I lyued by marehanndy. 

And past well oft the ae. 

I hane a sone is with the quene, 

He may do more than other jlt.. 

That I dare sothly say: 

And he pray her. for a bone, 

And it be nedefull for to done. 

She wyll not ons say nay. 

And in the ooorte I haoe such a frende, 

I shall be senied or that I wende. 

Without one delay. 

To-morowe, at vndym, come speke with me. 

And thou shalt be senied of thy money, 

Longe or bye myddaye. 

Syr, for Saynte Tomas of ynde. 

Where about shall I the fynde, 

And what shall I the call? 

My name is, he said, Joly Robyn. 

Echo man knoweth me well a fyne. 

Both in bower and eke in hall. 

Pray the porter as he is free. 

That he doth the speke with me. 

So iBLjre mote him be &11. 

For outwarde shall I not be. 

Some where in the courte thou shalt me se 

Within the castell wall ; 

For the and other that lese theyr thynge. 

Full ofte syth ye curs our kynge, 

And he be not to blame. 
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It be other that doth the dede. 

That were worthy so good me spede : 

Therefore to haae grete shame. 

And I wyst whiehe they were. 

It sholde come [to] the kynges here. 

By God and by Saynte Jama, 

Forsoth they sholden dye. 

That doth theyr lorde each Telanye ; 

For he bereth all the fiune, 

Tho answered he to the kynge. 

Syr be Saynt Tomas of Tnde, 

Thou sayest ther of fall well. 

They done bat good the kynges men, 

They are worse than soch ten 

That be with him no dele. 

They gone about by semen and ten. 

And done the hosbondes moch pyne. 

That care full is theyr mele. 

They take theyr gees, capons, and hen. 

And all that they may cape and ren. 

And reue them of theyr catayle. 

Some of them were bounde fiill sore, 

And after warde hanged therfore 

For soth, as I you say. 

And yet ther be nyne mo. 

At myn hous they were also 

Certes yester day. 

They toke my hennes, and my gees. 

And my sheep, with all the flees, 

And ladde them (ayre away. 

And by my doughters they lay all njgbt, 

To come agayne they have I hygbt. 
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Of helpe, syr, I the praje. 

With me they lefte all theyr thynge; 

I am sure of theyr comynge. 

And that me reweth sore. 

I haoe fiiyre ohamberi [thr] e; 

But none may her b [orowe] me, 

Whyle that they be thor. 

Into my carte boos they irjU me diyne. 

And out at the dore they pat my wyfe ; 

For she is olde, gray and here. 

Had I help of some lordynge, 

I sholde with them make such reckenynge, 

They sholde do so no more; 

For other thre felawes and I, 

We durst well make party. 

The nyne for to mete. 

For I hane a slynge fayre and good; 

To caste a stone it is full wode. 

To ryue them of theyr [lyues, q.] swete. 



THE PLAYE OF ROBYN HODE. 



Tms play, or act of a play, or more properly a dialogue, 
was printed by Copland at the encl of his edition of the 
LfUll Gttte; and although it is without date, it must be 
considered an ancient production anterior to two old ballads 
to which there are allusions. 



MODS. II 

Ike tide ram tbw:— ««Heie begimMOie the pkye of 
Bakpt BoifBt mj pvoper to be {dived in Meye OeaMe." 
UeHrtHM j. ft in 4 e^ nd eondadei, *" Tl»i endedi tbe 
fl^v if Belyn Hbde. Inprimed eft Londoiit i^on tbe 
An Gnne WlwA^ Igr WtPjhb Copknd.** Helfofdife 
pefe k Uenk, and ie iridioiit eny deriee. 

Ifr. BilBon leoHiki, ^'tket the ^qr eeeoM to be oompoeed. 
certeinly wA little impioveiiieiit^ f^^fy finom the belled oi 
"Bobm Heed end the Outel Frier." or ntber. periu^ 
•ene etiD eider pieee od the eeme enlgeei; end pertly from 
the eneient poem of «* Bobin Hood end the Potter." He 
addB» ""thet the plaj hee rooeiv6d a few eorreetionB from 
Whiter editioii, 1684." 

The eDoeioa in it to the frier eanying Bobin Hood over 
the ivater, ** the bridge being borne em^," end the qootar 
tion in the pky from the aeoond belled, of almoet the 
identioal woide «ed in *" BoUn Hood and the Potter," 
rdative to the refaml of the latter to pay pawage, or toll, 
are dear eridenee of the earlier datee of the bellade. It 
wamj99an, therefore, that the Editor faaa, in relation to the 
ballad of «« Robin Hood and the Cnrtal Friar" departed 
horn hie intention to inaert the ^mone pieoee relative to 
Bobin Hood, according to the preeomed datee of their 
eoaqNMitaon or paUioation. Hia reaecn for donating in 
tliia jnetanfie, and in others, from hie mtended arnmge- 
nont ia the following!— The edition of the ''Bobin Hood 
Oariand," of the date of 1670, is thefinttime in wUeh 
tlia beDads appear to hare been poiUiihed in a collected 
Ibrm. This edition consiete only of sixteen ; among which 
is the ballad of ** Robin Hood and the Curtal Friar," but 
not that of '* Robin Hood and the Potter**; there is also 
nDoCher, presumed to be of an eariier date than the play. 




tS THE PLATC OF 

Tbe Editor. iLnciuiv. thoaght it ■mdd be moiv in aeroid- 
nc« vitli tlte ediboiM of the ** Gvlandi.'' if be kept tlM 
Gaikad Ballad* didtinet, and departed onlj from fomwr 
4ditiflBa^ hf nsotniA tliein oonaecntiTdT ^tm nHwta |o tbcif 
tea, n far M lbi7 Goald bn McartiiiMd. 



THE PLATE 



KOBVf HODB. 

Now stand ye forth, mj mei; men all. 

And harke what I shall nj; 

Of an adTentnre I ahal jon tell. 

The wfak^ befeU this other day. 

As I want hj tbe bj^ mj. 

With a stMit fren I met. 

And a qouterstaffa ID hisfaande, 

Ljghtelj to me be lept. 

And ttytl be bade me stands; 

There were strfpes two or three. 

Bat I cannot tell who had the worse. 

But wflU I wDte the boreson lept within n 

And frome he take taj poive- 

Is there an; of my meiy men «li. 

That to that frere wyll go. 

And biyi^ bym to me forth v*T!toa. 

Whether be wyll or no? 



Tan, wtjttw, I utkb god noM, 
Am ■ngBB to joUf 

Jm Bot tki* a holy «arda iw • ftemf 
Gol WTC all thk rao^M^I 
Bat m BOl I a jcdlr tiywr? 
For I OB Aoto both fan and nate, 
And hntdls Aa aworia a^ b«kUr, 



I am not afii^da to loka hym 1900, 

Nor b(dd^ with liim to carpe; 

If be apaako anjr mrdea to me. 

Ha abiil bare atiypea two or liin, 

Tbat ahal uka Ua bod; amarta. 

Bat, DMiMaia, to ahaw JOB the nattor, 

Wharfbie and «4v I am onin htdier, 

I> %th I n;^ not apare: 

I am coma to aake a good jeman, 

!■ Baniidale mmi mi ia bta ^a^ilaTJinit 

Hia tMuna b Bobjn Hode. 

Aad if that be ba batter nan thu I. 

Hie Mrmimt wjU I ba, and aem him tmelj; 

Bat if that I be bettor maa than be, . 

Bj mj truth my knam ahall he be. 

And leade tbeee dogges all three. 

BOBTX UODE. 

Yelde the, fiyar, in thj long cote. 
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FBTER TUCKE. 

I beshrcw thy hart, knave, thou hurtest my throt. 

ROBTN UODE. 

I trowe, firyer, thou beginnest to dote; 
Who made the so makpert and so bolde. 
To oome into this forest here, 
AnKmge my fidowe dere? 

FBTER. 

Go loose the, ragged knave. 

If thou make mani wordes, I will geve the on the eare, 

Thoo^ I be hot a poore fiyer. 

To seke Robyn Hode I am com here, 

And to him my hart to breke. 

ROBTN HODE. 

Thoa lousy frer, what wouldest thou with hym? 
He never loved fryer, nor none of ireiers kyn. 

FRTER. 

Avannt, ye ragged knave ! 

Or ye shaU have on the sli^nne. 

ROBTN HODE. 

Of all the men in the morning thou art Uie worst, 
To mete with the I have no lust; 
For he that meteth a frere or a fox in the morning. 
To spede ill that day he standeth in jeoperdy : 
Therfore I had lever mete with the devil of hell, 
Fiyer, I tell the as I thinke, 
Then mete with a fiyer or a fox 
In a momyng, or I diynk. 

FRTER. 

Avaunt, thou ragged knave, this is but a mock, 
If thou make mani words thou shal have a knock. 
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ROBTN HODE. 

Harke, frere, what I saj here. 
Over this water thoa ahalt me here. 
The brydge is borne away. 



To say naye I wyll not. 

To let the of thine oth it were great pitie and sin, 

But up on a fryers backe, and have even in. 

BOBTN BODE. 

Nay, have over. 

FBTEB. 

Now am I, frere, within, and thou, Robin, without. 
To lay the here I have no great doubt. 
Now art thou, Robyn, without, and I, frere, within, 
Lye ther, knave; chose whether thou wilte sinke or 
swym. 

BOBTN HODE. 

Why, thou lowsy frere, what hast thou done? 

FRTEK. 

Mary, set a knave over the shone. 

ROBTN HODE. 

Therfore thou shalt abye. 

FBTEK. 

Why, wylt thou fy^^t a plucke? 

BOBTN BODE. 

And god send me good lucke. 

FETEB. 

Than have a stroke for fryer Tnoke. 

ROBYN HODE. 

Holde thy hande, frere, and here me speke. 

FRYER. 

Say on, ragged knave, 

Mf» semeth ye begyn to swete. 
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ROBTN HODE. 

In this forest I have a hounde, 
I wjl not give him for an hundreth pound, 
Gere me leve my home to blowe. 
That my hoonde may knowe. 

FRTEB. 

Bkrne on, ragged knare, without any douhte, 

Untyll bothe thyne eyes starte out. 

Here be a sorts of ragged knaves oome in. 

Clothed all in Eendale grene. 

And to the they take their way nowe. 

BOBTK HODE. 

Pendventore they do so. 



I gSTe the lore to blows at thy wyll. 
Now gire me leye to whistell my fyll. 

BOBTM HODE. 

Whystell, frere, evyl mote thou &re, 
Un^U bothe thyne eyes stare. 



Now Cut and Bausel 

Breng forth the clubbes and stayes. 

And downe with those ragged knayes I 

ROBTN HODE. 

How sayest thou, frere, wylt thou be my man. 

To do me the best serryse thou can? 

Thou shalt have both golds and fee, 

And also here is a lady free, 

I wyll gere her unto the. 

And her chapplayn I the make, 

To senre her for my sake. 
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FRTEK. 

Here is a buckle duckle, an inch above the buckle; 
She is a trul of trust,* to serve a frier at his lust, 
A prycker, a prauncer, a terer of shetes, 
A nagger of buttockes when other men slopes. 
Go home, je knaves, and lay crabbes in the fjre. 
For my kdy and I wil daonee in the myre, for veri 
pure joye. 

ROBYN HODE. 

Lysten, to [me], my mery men aU, 
And harke what I shall say; 
Of an adventure I shall you tell. 
That befell this other daye. 
With a prottde potter I met, 
And a rose garlande on his heade,f 

* A trul of trust was a eommom pkrtue. So m the ameient moralihf of 
the iiii efefuenU: {Sig. E. uj. 6.) 

** For to 9aiuffe jfomr wanttm hut 
lahaO apofmt pm a trull of trust, 
Wot nfkgrtt M Bm tXMmtt 

t How a potter oomes to be decked with so elegant and honorable 
a garland as one of rosea, is not easily to be accounted for. The 
poet Gower, as r epr es e nt ed on his monument in the church of St. 
Mary Ofeiy, hath, as Stow tails us, *'on his head a chaplet, like 
s eonnet of four rosea;* and it may be remembered that Copland, 
the printer of this identical May Game, dweOed ^ at the signe of 
the rose garlande." We see likewise, that a ** rose garlande** was 
see up (to be shot throogh, it is presomedX in the ** Ljrtell Geste of 
Bobyn Hode," fytte vii, v. 177. Though the &shion of wearing such 
an ornament was formerly common in France (for which see 
Chaucer's "Bomannt of the Rose," a close translation from the 
French.) In ** The pleasant history of Reynard the Fox,** we find 
that the king, being cured by ** Master Reynard,*' the father, of a 
grierous sickness, **gaTe him (for an honour) a garland of roses, 
which he must ever wear upon his head.** 

VOL II. I 
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The floares of it shone marvajlous f reshe ; 

This seven yere and more he hath used this waye, 

Tet was he never so corteyse a potter. 

As one penj passage to paje. 

la there anj of mj meiy men all 

That daze he so bolde 

To make the potter paie passage, 

Either siher or golde? 

LTFBLL JOHN. 

Not I, master, for twenty pound redj tolde, 

For there is not among us al one 

That dare medio with that potter, man for man. 

I felt his handes not long agone. 

But I had lever have hen here by the, 

Therfore I knowe what he is. 

Mete him when ye wil, or mete him whan ye shal. 

He is as propre a man as ever you medio withal. 

ROBTN HODB. 

I wOl lai with the, litel John, twenti pound so read. 

If I wyth that potter mete, 

I wil make him pay passage, maugre his head. 

LETTEL JOHN. 

I consente therto, so eate I bread. 

If he pay passage maugre his head, 

Twenti jM>und shall ye have of me for your mede. 

THE FOTTEBS BOTE JACKE. 

Out alas, that ever I sawe this daye! 
For I am dene out of my waye 
From Notyngbam towne ; 
If I hve me not the (aster, 

m 

Or I come there the market wel he done. 
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BOBTN HODE. 

Let me se, are thj poUes hole and sounde? 

JJLCKE. 

Tea, meiater, but thej ¥dll not breake the ground. 

BOBTN HODE. 

I wil them breke, for the cuckold thi maisters sake; 
And if they will not breake the grounde, 
Thou ahalt have thre pence for a pound. 

JACKE. 

Out alaa! idiat haye je done? 

If mj maiater come, he will breke your crown. 

THE POTTEB. 

Why, thou horeaon, art thou here yet? 
Thou shouldest have bene at market 

JACKE. 

I met with Robin Hode, a good yeman. 

He hath broken my pottes. 

And called you kuckolde by your name. 

THE POTTEB. 

Thou mayst be a genlylman, so god me save» 

But thou semest a noughty knave. 

Thou calleat me cuckolde by my name. 

And I swere by god and saynt John 

Wyfe had I never none. 

This cannot I denye, 

But if thou be a good felowe, 

I wil sel mi horse, mi hameis, pottes and paniers to, 

Thou shalt have the one halfe and I will have the 

other; 
If thou be not so content, 
Thou shalt have stripes if thou were my brother. 

ROBYN HODE. 

Harke, potter, what I shall tiuy: 



Od BOBIM HOOO 

''Feb. 1507-8. The first part of Bobiii Hood bj 
Anthonj Mimdj. 

" The second part of the downfall of Eail Hontingtrm, 
suniamed Bobin hood, by Anthonj Mundy and Henry 
Chettle.** 

The writers in these plays adopted the then popular 
opinioii, that Robin Hood was Earl of Huntington. 

"The stoiy,** says Mr. Collier, "is treated with a aim- 
plid^ bordering tqpon rudeness; and historical &ctB are 
penrerted just as suited the purpose of the writer. Whe- 
ther we consider it aa contemporary with* or preceding the 
productions of the same class, by Shakespeare, it is a relio 
of high interest, and nearly all the sylvan portions of the 
play, in which Robin Hood and his ' meny men* are en- 
gaged, are of no ordinaiy beauty. Some of the aerioaa 
scenes are also extremely well written, and the blank 
Tene, interspersed with rhymes, as was usual in our 
earlier dramas, are by no means inharmonious.** 

Mr. Bitson, in the notes and illustrations to his " life 
of Robin Hood,** has devoted many pages to an analysia of 
these plays, so far as they relate to our hero, to the fiur 
Matilda, dao^r of Earl Fitzwalter, and Robin Hood'a 
other companions. 

The same gentleman, in his notice of the pageant of 
"Metropolis Goronata,** quotes the following song, iduch 
Mr. Fairholt also has extracted, in " The Civic Garland, 
a collection of songs finom London pageants,** published by 
the Percy Sode^. 

In this place it would be unpardonable not to applaud 
Mr. Fairholt s veiy entertaining volume, published by the 
same sodetj, **The History of Lord Mayors* Pageants,*' 




AXD HIS BDimi-IBM. M 

hA\ of hisUrical reaeuch, with ths Addition of nunj 
amuAing uotes and illnstrktions, which miut have eo«t 
htm gnat kbonr in the oollACtioii «nd amngunent. 

"The following qnotujon from the Uu«r of thoM pt^s," 
my* Mr, Ritaon, " m>j be of Mrrioe to Dr. Pen?, who 
hes been plaeaed to qneatioa oar beiti'a Dohilitr, beeenae 
* the moat ancient poems make no mention of this tarldawi,' 
■ad the old legend expressly assBrta him * to have been a 



It is Tnj true; and we shall hers not onlj find his title 
established, but also discover the secret of his not bmng 
nsuallj' distinguished or designated hj iL 
"SmttrJteimffMdt. 
Ki»g. Bow BOW, tartt Robtrt! 
Fri. A forfst, a forfet, mj lisge lord, 
M J niatta* Uwm are on raoord, 
Tbe eaurt-r«ll ba« jonr pace maj tee. 
King. I ptaj thee, friar, read them mee. 
Fri. One ihall mfiec, and this ■ he*. 
AV mm Oof cMtsMTA in Mitttod; 
n/toM or dvdl witA /teiin Haod, 
lAaB eaO kim earle, lord, knight, or ■qttira, 
B* tm nu* f Ate JM dfirt. 
Bid RoUn flood, plam Robin Hoods, 
Tliat boaert Taoua, MoX and good. 
On paimi of forfttti%g a marbt, 
niai miut bt paid t« mee hit claike. 
M J liege, nj li^c, tbii laws jou hfoke, 
Alnoit in the la«t word jou tpoks ; 
nu trine maj not aoquitted bee. 
Till frier tvA recaive hi* fee." 
- Niiw." aiM* Mr. I!itm>n. " the rpason that ' the mokl 
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poens nnke no mantion of this etridom** and the 
M kgend expivsslj saaerts him * to htTe been a jeoman,* 
mfftan^ plainlj cnm^ to be» thai as, porauant to his own 
i^liMtmi, he waa neier caDed, either bj hia fdlowera, 
or in the TianiTf, bj any other name than BMm Hood^ 
m paitrnhirfy the minatida. who were aliiaja» no doobt, 
to She iw ood, and libaaUy enteitained bj him 
Mi jeaamniy. would take ^edal care nerer to offend 
the above kw: whidi pota an end to the dilute. 

^Om here ]a» at length, poiaoned bj a drink which 
DoBcaster and die piior. hia undo, had prepared for him 
to gjm to die king. Hia departing aoene, and last d jing 
^eedi are beaBtifid and pathetic. 

*'JM. Inoo^ inoQg^ litswihcr, take jour diild. 
M J djing froil^ vhicb no nuuiet heat cuk thawe, 
Ckaes the powen of all my oatwaid parts; 
My firwii^ blood luanei b*^ onto my beait^ 
Where it aamti dead^ wbic^ it voold raaist: 
Oaly my lore a little bniden death. 
For he beholdi her cyeB> and cannoi oaite. 



MaL lot BMe looke lor erer in thy cyaB» 
And lay my vaimo breath to thy bloodlesae lipe. 
If my li^ coo raetniae deaths tyiaanieSy 
Or keep lires breath within thy boeoBM Iw^*" 



{^ Bjmo BMBS» Mr. Ritson ; as M. TTJerrr,— Uie Writer in th<« 
ReTiew,**~iiid the Editor of these volumes, can 

•1 



\M» TU^ fnMKS-MKN. 



r,,' 



ilf drsiifs to U- Imned 



" At Wtksfield, andameftUi Um abbey-wall ; 
directs the mttmer of his funend; and bids his yeoman, 
^ For hsUj dhfei^ ifaig * hhn* wodmens songi.** 



*' The king, npon the eaxl*8 death, expresses his sorrow 
for the tmgical OTont; ratifies the will; repeats the 
directions for the fimeial; and says» 

Fall to your wod-fongs, therefoiey yeoman bold, 
And deck his bene with flowwiy that loy*d you deere. 

The whole concludes with the following solemue dirge : 

^ Weepe, weepe, ye wod-men waile, 
Your hands with sorrow wring ; 
Your master Robin Hood lies deade, 
Therefore sigh as you sing. 

Here lies his primer, and his beades, 
Uis bent bowe, and his anrowes keene, 
Uis good sworde and his holy crosse: 
Now cast on flowers fresh and greene. 

And, as they fidl, shed teares and say, 
WeU a, well a day, well a, well a day ! 
Thus cast yee flowers and sing 
And on to Wakefield take your way.** 
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Now wend m together, my many raen all. 

Unto the fbrreet side %: 
And there to Btrike a buck or s doae, 
K all be tiido ■. 



Then goe we merrilj, merrilj oo. 

To the green-wood to lake up our stand. 
Where we will lye in waite for our game, 
^^rJz With our beat bowea all in our hand. 

■RTiat life is there like to bold Robin Hood? 

It is so pleasant a thing a: 
In merry Shinood he spends his dayes. 

Ab pleastQity as a king a. 



ROBIN 11(K>r> AND HIS HUNTES-MKN. 

No nuin mftv compare with bold Robin Hood, 
Witli Robin Hood, Scathlockc and Jobn ; 

Tlieir like was never, nor never will be. 
If in case that they were gone. 

They will not away from merry Shirwood, 

In any place else to dwell : 
For there is neither city nor towne. 

That likes them half so well. 

Oor lives are wholly given to hunt. 
And haunt the merry greene-wood. 

Where our best service is daily spent 
For our master Robin Hood. — 



«• 





liOBIX HOOD AXD GUY OF GIRBORNE. 



This Inlliul lias alwtiTs been considered one of the most 
Anrient anil liest imlited among the liobin Hood fterios. 
It was first published by Dr. Perry, Bishop of Droraore, 
in bis " Heliques of Ancient Englinh Poetiy." It is con- 
Uined in tluit folio manuscript, the contents of which ex- 
cited so much susptcion in the mind of Ititson, and led him 
into those acrimonious and undeserred attiicka, not only 
upon the verat'ity, but upon the critical acunien of the 
amiable Bisbo{>. Dr. Peri'y places this ballud in hia first 
series of Hucit-iU poems; thereby iiiilicuting his opinion 



vna\ iH^«fi A3a^ «.rT or cis^^cxr ^\^ 

>/ it« ukiM f mU x. It «uiid» €i|>litli m hi* cciUccUmi. Ilr 
;.'ttt% uitju4ar«» it: — 

**W(. lure Imw a Ulkd of Robin HocmI (fran tW 
Uitoct Uio MS.) viikli ««ft nerer beibr«» fnmved, und 
f«niei Buks of audi groaier anDqulj tban aaj of Um 
^^" * fw popdtf tOQgi on tlie sobiect. 

**Tbe tereritT of those trnumical for»t-Uws that 

«<Tp imrodured bj oar Nomuui kings, and thf gTMl 

'^Qipution of breaking thf m bj tnch aa liv«»d naut t}\^ 

'^^al (uresis at a time when the jeomanrj of this kin(^ioll1 

^'TT f Terr vbere txmined up to the longhow, anti exceUeti 

^1 fhxy^r natio&s io the art of shoodng, must constantly have 

^^^•*ioned great numlien of outUws, and especiallT of 

*^^ MS Here the beat marksmen. These natuimlW (M to 

^ ^^Koiids for shelter; and forming into troopK, endea- 

*^r-^» ^ ^ their numbers to protect them!*elves from tho 

'^'*^ ^ ' ' penalties of their delinquency. The ancient 




^''"^^••^ liment for killing the king s deer was Kwh of even and 

; a punishment far worse than death. This will 

account for the troops of lamditti, which formerly 

in the n»jal fore»tH, and frura tiieir 8U|)t>hor hkill in 

and knowledge of all tiie recess(*8 of tliose unfre- 

solitudes, found it no difticult matter to n^sist or 

the mic power. 

.mong all those none was ever more famous tliaii tlio 

h0fi^ ^f this ballad, whose chief residence ^iis in Shirewood 

Corr*^'^.^ in Xottinghamshire;** (the heads of whose chaiacler 

l^^'^^^-^rcy then quotes from Stow); such as •* liobin s courage, 

liuiv*'^ ■litT. and his levelling principle of taking from Uie 

fic^ *^nd giving to the poor, which, in all ages rendered 

\i\Xi^ tile favorite of tiie i^ommon |ieople, who not ctmtcnl 

to €^^**bnite hih memory by innumcrabl*' iwngH and »u»ri<»i». 

^%f ♦'Inted him to the dignity of an earl." 



V 
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" Indeed it is not impossible," continuos tlu? blNliop. 
** but tbat our hero, to gain the more resi)oct of his fol- 
lowers, or thej, to derive the more credit to their profes- 
sion, may have given rise to such a report themselves; 
for we find it recorded in an epitaph, which, if genuine, 
must have been inscribed on his tomh-stone near the 
nunneiy of Kirklees, Yorkshire.** The bishop then quotes 
the well-known epitaph on the Kirklees grave stone, and 
observes, "that this epitaph appears to me suspicious; 
however, a late antiquary (Dr. Stukelej), has g^iven a pedi- 
gree of Robin Hood, which, if genuine, show^ tliat he liad 
real pretensions to the earldom of Huntingdon, and tluit 
his true name was Robert Fitzooth. Yet tlie most ancient 
poems make no mention of this earldom. He is expressly 
asserted to have been a yeoman, in a ver}' old legend in 
verse preser\ed in the archives of the public library at 
Cambridge, in eight fvttes, or parts, printed in block letter, 
4 to., thus inscribed, "Here bygynneth a Lytell Geste of 
Robyn Hode and his meyne, and of the proud, sheriff of 
Xottyngham.* " 

Tbe present E<iitor having, in the preliminary remarks 
in volume I. sufficiently investigated tliis dispute, — ^in his 
opinions upon which he is happy to find that the bishop 
coincides with him in thinking that Robin Hood was an 
oppressed English yeoman, an opinion further strengthened 
by the following stanzas in this ballad of Robin Hood an<l 
Guv of Gislwme: — 

'^ lie that had neither l^eeno kithe or kin, 
Mip:ht have seen a full fayre sight, 
To sec how toj^ether these yeomen went 
With bla<lo.s l>oth ]>rowne aud bryj^ht." 

And in th** n«'.\t vrpi*-: 
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To see how these jMomen together thej fought 
Two howres of a summen day :** — I'c. 



** I conclude these preliminary remarks/* adds the 
bishop, ** witii observing, that the hero of this ballad was 
tiM fiiTourite subject of popular songs so early as the time 
of king Edwarti III. 

(i:i*i7.) In the "Visions of Pierce Plowman,** written 
in that reign, a monk sajs : — 

** Sholde ich deye quath he by this daye, ich drede me io sore 
Ich can nought perfytlyche my paiemosier, as the prest hit 

leggeth. 
Ich can rymes of Robin I/ode, and of Randol/eri of Chettre 
Ac of oure Lord ne of oure Lad}f?^ 

Wliich Dr. Wliitaker in his valiuiMe edition published 
in |H|3 thu5 pamphras* :» : — 

** Should I die for it to day, quoth he, I sorely dread 
that I could not perfe<*tly say my paternoster after the 
pn«*T«t. I know, indcHtl, rhymes of Kobin Hood and 
lUndolph, Earl of Che:»ter; but tlie least that ever was 
invimted of our Lord and Lad v." 

r>r. Percy thus concludes his remarks: "The curious 
rrmAvx will find many otlier particulars relating to this 
tch-brated outlaw (yeoman), in Sir John Hawkins's ' History 
of Music,* voL iii. p. 410, 4to. Some liberties were by the 
FViitor Uken with this ballad, which in this edition (170ft), 
hath been brought nearer to the folio MS.** ** Perry $ 
lUiupuM,** vol. i. p. 85-6. 

Mr. Ivitson upon this last sentence in his introductory 
remarks upon the ballad, makes the following querulous 
attiM'k n[»oii Bishop r»*rry s opinion of itf» rftrriftmft mark* 
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**)' muck greater avtiqmtij than any of the commmi ^topniar 
tongs on tlie subject; ** sontimeiits, Xo which, if th«; 
authority be genuine and the publicaUon faithful (lioUi 
which, by the way, they who are acquainted with Dr. 
Percy's book, will have sufficient reason to doubt), the 
present Editor has nothing to object."* 



* ''In the fourth edition of the *ReIiques of ancient English 
poetry,' published in July 1795, it is, for the first time, tcknow- 
Mged that "some liboties were, by the editor, taken with this 
ballad, which, in this edition, hath been brought nearer to the folio 
MS." Of the new readings, which are numerous, the most material 
are here noticed. 



1. * 


for M<nrs, the MS. has 


dkolet." (p. cviL) 


17. 


sayd Lyttle 


John. 


Blaster quoth John. 


IS. 


wind blows 


over the. 


wind that blowes ore 


32. 


That leaned 


agaynsL 


His body leaned to a 


37. 


Stand sail. 




Stand you still. 


43. 


often. 




oiTt. 


63. 


wends. 




flyes. 


75. 


And. 




Good. 


124. 


do. 




shootc. 


156. 


upon the. 




ore the lefV. 


I5S. 


but. 




both. 


166. 


stuck it 




ttticked itt. 


171. 


know. 




till. 


I7S. 


did throw. 




did it throw. 


181. 


Thy. thy. 




The, the. 


204. 


None other 


rewardc TIL 


No no other will L 


214. 


blive. 




belive. 


216. 


can. 




did. 



How an editor, who b not ashamed to say that the inadvertent 
transposition of two words (* Ye Kve upoV for * Live ye upo") in 
part of the line of a common Scottish song, which he himself had 
'irrupted to * Come ze fr<\t^ has destroyed all confidtnct^ can justify 
»uch wanton, arbitrary, and even injudicious alterations in the pub- 



GVT or 0I8B0RNB. lO 

The following are Mr. Ritaoii*8 concluding obsenrmtions 
apoo thid ImJUuL 

'* As for Gaj of Gisbome, the only further memorial 
which has occurred concerning him is in an old satirical 
piece bj William Dunbar, a celebrated Sootiah poet, of 
the fifteenth centnrj, on one " Schir Thomas Norj,** (MS. 
Maitland, p. 3. MSS. More, LI. 6, 10), where he is named 
along with our hero, Adam Bell, and other worthies, it is 
eoi\)ectured of a similar stamp, but whose merits have not, 
leas fortunatelj. come to the knowledge of posterity. 

** Wat neuir wkild Robeivi Tnder bcwch, 
Nor sitt Roger of Clekkinilewch, 

So bauld a haime at he; 
Ot or GriBcaxB, na AJIane Bell, 
Na Siflkonei tones of Quhjntell, 
Oft tbocht war neuir lo slie.** 

** Gisbome is a market town in the west riding of the 
roantj of York, on the borders of Lancashire.** 



of SB aoocnt poem, is beyond the oooetplioD of a penon 
mt€ k«bit«i«t«d to ** liberties** of this nature, nor destitute of ell 
mammer of rqj^aid to truth or probity. [This tirade a^inst Bishop 
piMvy weald hare been suppressed, and the alterations made silently, 
had it not been so curious a specimen of Ritson's controTersial spirit 
If CBMMK at the prcsmt day detract from the merit of Dr. PMey, 
■ aess publication of the * Reltqara * confstitdly contributed much 
a» the rrvival of a ^ur* taste in poetry. In venturini; ou so bold an 
uspaviment, be wry judiciously adapted bis work so as not loo 
eiplewdy to shock popular prejudices : without these prtcautioos, 
1 the ire of Ritson, a ripd antiquary, the Reliquea would 
have become popular, and the effect which thfy were calculated 
Bpou Ktrraturr would haTe beon lo»l.** — EtHtar of Smiikg 
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VI. 
ROBIN HOOD AND OUT OF OTSBORNB. 

Whan shaws beene sheene and shraddes* full iayre. 

And leaves both large and longe, 
Iu*8 menye walkyng in the fajre forrest 

To heare the small birdes songa. 

The woodweele sang, and wold not cease, 

Sitting upon the spraje, 
Soe lowde, he wakened Robin Hood, 

In the greenwood where he lay. 

Now, by my faye, sayd jollye Robin, 

A sweaven I had this night; 
I dreamt me of tow wighty yemen. 

That fast with me can fight 

Methought they did me beat and binde, 

And tooke mv bowe me froe; 
Iff I be Robin alive in this lande, 

He be wroken on them towe. 

Sweavens are swift, sayd Lyttle John, 

As the wind blowes over the hill ; 
For iff itt be never so loude this night, 

To-morrow it may l)e still. 



* It should perhaps be stcardi: i. e. the surface of the ground: viz. 
"when the fields are in their beauty.** — Percy. Rather, thrtMtM 
(shrubs). The plural of sward was never used by any writer whatever. 
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AmIMbsImD 
For lie p/e meht y 



And tooke Uirrr 
And tber a«sT to die 

• m 

A &hoo€iiig fonii mre pme 



Until tber rmmt to tlie tmenj grecaiPDod. 

Wberr tb^ hwi gIdUssi to Kee, 
There xhex were vmre ol a vighi 

That leaned agarnst a tree. 



A sword and a dagger be won bj his aide. 

Of manve a man the bane ; 
And he ms clad in his capiill hjde 

Topp and tajU and majne. 

Stand still, master, quoth Little John, 

Under this tree so grene. 
And I %ii[\ go to rond wight yeoman. 

To know what he doth meane. 

** Ah ! John, hj me thou settest noe store. 

And that I farlej finde : 
How often send I mj men before. 

And tarry mj selfe behinde? 

It is no cunning a knave to ken. 
And a roan but heare him speake ; 

And it were not for buniting of mv bowe, 
John. I thy head wold breake." 
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As often wordes they breedeu bale,* 
So they parted Robin and John: 

And John is gone to Bamesdale ; 
The gatesf he knoweth eche one. 

But when he came to Bamesdale, 
Great heavinesse there he hadd. 

For he found tow of his own fellowes. 
Were slain both in a slade.^ 

And Scarlette he was flying arfoote 

Fast over stocke and stone, 
For the proud sheriffe with seven score men 

Fast after him is gone. 

One shoote now I will shoote, quoth John, 
With Christ his might and mayne ; 

lie make yond sheriffe that wends soe fast. 
To stopp he shall be iayne. 

Then John bent up his long bende-bowe. 

And fetteled§ him to shoote: 
The bowe was made of tender boughe. 

And fell downe at his foote. 

** Woe worth, woe worth thee, wicked woed. 
That ever thou grew on a tree ! 

For now this day thou art my bale,1[ 
My boote| when thou shold bee.*' 



• 



Mischief. 

f Ways, passes paths, ridings. Gate is a common word in the 
North for way.— P. J See note, page 77. 

§ Made him ready, prepared himself, set about 
I] Woo. sorrow, miwry. ^ Help. 
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His shoote it was but loosely shott. 

Yet flewe not the arrowe in vaine, 
For itt mett one of the sherifies men. 

And William a Trent was slaine. 

It had bene better of William a Trent 

To have bene abed with sorrowe. 
Than to be that day in the greenwood slade* 

To meet with Little Johns arrowe. 

But as it is said, when men be mett 

Fyve can doe more than three, 
The sheriffe hath taken Little John, 

And bounde him fast to a tree. 

'' Thou shalt be drawen by dale and downe. 

And hanged hye on a hill." 
But thou mayst fayle of thy purpose, quoth John, 

If it be Christ his will. 

Lett us leave talking of Little John, 

And thinke of Robin Hood, 
How he is gone to the wight yeoman. 

Where under the leaves he stood. 

Good morrowe, good fellowe, sayd Robin so fayrc. 

Good morowe, good fellow, quo' hef: 
Methinkes by this bowe thou beares in thy hande, 

A good archere thou sholdst bee. 



• ** A slip of green swerde between plow-Unds or woods.** — P. 

t I>r. Percy, by the nurks he has bestowed on this line, seems to 
conidder it as the yeoman's reply: but it seems rather a repetition of 
Robin's complimentary address. 
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I am wilfulle of mj waje, quo* the yemaii. 

And of my morning tjde. 
He lead thee through the wood, sajd Robin; 

Good, fellow, He be thy guide. 

I aeeke an outlawe, the stnumger sayd. 

Men call him Robin Hood; 
Rather lid meet with that proud outlawe 

Than fortye pound 8oe good. 

' ** Now come with me, thou mighty yeman. 
And Robin thou soone shalt see : 
But first let us some pastime find 
Under the greenwood tree. 

First let us some masteiye* make 

Among the woods so even. 
We may chance to meet with Robin Uood 

Here at some unsett Steven, "f 

They cutt them down two summer shroggs, 
That grew both under a breere. 

And sett them threescore rood in twaine, 
To shoote the prickes y-fere. 

Leade on, good fellowe, quoth Robin Hood, 

Leade on, I do bidd thee. 
Nay, by my faith, good fellowe, hee sayd. 

My leader thou shalt bee. 



• - A trial of skill, high proof of skill-— P. 

*■ At mtmt umaett tterem, at some unlooked-for time, by some odd 
acrideot, by mere chance. 
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The first time Robin shot at the pricke. 

He mist but an inch it fro : 
The jeoman he was an archer good. 

But he cold never do 5100. 

The second shoote had the wightye jeman, 

He shot witliin the garland: 
But Robin he shott far better than hee, 

For he clave the good pricke-wande. 

A blessing upon thy heart, he sajd ; 

Good fellowe, thy shooting is goode; 
For an thy hart be as good as thy hand. 

Thou wert better than Robin Hoode. 

Now tell me thy name, good fellowe, sayd he, 

Under the leaves of Ivne.* 
Nay, bv my faith, quoth bold Robin, 

Till thou have told me thine. 

I dwell by dale and downe, quoth hee, 

And Robin to take Ime swome ; 
And when I am called by my right name 

I am Guy of good Gisbome. 

My dwelling is in this wood, sajes Robin, 

By thee I set right nought: 
I am Robin Hood of Bamesdale, 

Whom thou so long hast sought. 

He tliat had neyther beene kythe nor kin. 

Might have seen a full fayre fight. 
To see how together these yeomen went 

With blades lK)th browne and bright. 



* The \yme or )inden ttve. 
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To see how these yeomen together they fought 

Two howres of a summers day : 
Yett neither Robin Hood nor sir Guy 

Them fettled to* flye away. 



was reachlessf on a roote. 
And stumbled at that tyde ; 
And Guy was quick and nimble withall. 
And hitt him upon the syde. 

Ah, deere ladye, sayd Robin Hood, tlio 

Thou art butf mother and may,§ 
I think it was never mans destinye 

To dye before his day. 

Robin thought on our ladye deere. 

And soone leapt up againe. 
And strait he came with a[n] awkwarde| stroke 

And he sir Guy5 hath slayne. 

He took sir Guys heade by the hayre, 

And stuck it upon his bowes eud : 
*' Thou hast beene a traytor all thy life, 

Which thing must have an end.'* 

* Attempted, set about. * Careless, regardless, unobsenrant. 

t Both. § Maid. 

I Atehearde, So, ioooiding to Percy, reads his MS. He has 
altered it lo " haekwardj* An awkwarde stroke seems to mean an 
urnsnal or oat-of-the-way stroke, one which the receiver could not 
foresee, be aware of, or guard against ; asortof leftor back-hand stroke. 

^ The tide of Sir, Dr. Percy says, was not formerly peculiar to 
knights; it was given to priests, and sometimes to very inferior per- 
sonages. If the text did not seem to be in favour of the latter part 
of this assertion, one might reasonably question its truth. Another 
instance, at least, it is believed, admitting thi» to be one, which is 
bv no means certain, could not be produced. 
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llobiii pulled forth an Irish knife, 

And nicked sir Guy in the face, 
That he was never on woman bom 

Cold know whose head it was. 

Sajes, Ije there, lye there, now sir Guye, 

And with me be not wrothe; 
Iff thou have had the worst strokes at my hand, 

Thou shalt have the better clothe. 

Robin did off his gown of greene. 

And on sir Guy did throwe. 
And he put on that capull hyde, 

That cladd him topp to toe. 

** Thy bowe, thy arrowes, and little home, 

Now with me I will beare ; 
For I will away to Bamesdale, 

To see how my men doe fiEu^e." 

liobin Hood sett Guyes home to his mouth, 

And a loude blast in it did blow : 
That beheard the sheriffe of Nottingham, 

As he leaned under a lowe.* 

Hearken, hearken, sayd the sheriffe, 

I heare nowe tydings good. 
For yonder I heare sir Guyes home blow, 

And he hath slaine Robin Hoode. 

♦ " A little hill."-P. 
vol. II. M 
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Yonder I beare sir Guyes home blowe, 

Itt blowes soe \se\l in tyde. 
And yonder comes that wightye yeoman, 

Cladd in his capull hyde. 

Come hyther, come hyther, thou good sir Guy, 

Aske what thou wilt of mee. 
O I will none of thy gold, sayd Robin, 

Nor I will none of thy fee : 

But now I have slaine the master, he sayes, 

Let me goe strike the knave ; 
For this is all the meede I aske; 

None other rewarde lie have. 

Thou art a madman, sayd the sherifTe, 
Thou sholdst have had a kiiightes fee : 

But seeing thy asking hath beene soe bad. 
Well granted it shal bee. 

Ulien Little John heard his master speake, 
Well knewe he it was liis steven: 

Now shall I be looset, quoth Little John, 
With Christ his might in heaven. 

Fast Robin hee hyed him to Little John, 

He thought to loose him blive ; 
The sheriffe and all his companye 

Fast after him can drive. 

Stande abacke, stand abacke. sayd Robin ; 

Whv dniw vou mee so noere? 
It was never the use in our countrve, 

C»ncs bhrift another >hoId hccre. 



t,V\ OK lilsfiORNF. 
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liiit Rohin ptilled ft»rth nn Irish knife. 

And liMed John hand and foote, 
Ami gave him sir Gujes bow into his hand* 

And bade it be his boote. 

Then John he took Gajes bow in his hand. 

His boltes and anrowes eche one : 
When the sheriffe saw Little John bend his bow, 

He fouled him to be gone. 

Towards his house in Nottingham towne. 

He fled full fast away; 
And nne did all the companje: 

Not one behind wold Rtay 

Kilt he cold neither ninne floe fast. 

Nor awav soe fast cold r\'de. 
Hut Little John with an arrowe so broad. 

He fthott him into the * ljacke*-sjde.* 



• V A morn Reaoikc:. Sm- I*. C, tpierr the inaniiv*ript. 
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The cbanctPF anil talents of Martin Parker, the author 
ai this tale, have been unduly depreciated, ss one " wh<»se 
pretensions as a poet are little above mediocrity"; aiid, as 
" a Grub Street scribbler". Now, upon tliia slur upon hia 
rvpntation, there are sufficient merits in several of his 
writinga to iiarrant a vindication. Besides being a ballad 
writer (no me&n occupation, by the way), he was the author 
of "The Nightingale warl>ling forth her oHiie disaster; or, 
the Rape of Philomela," newty written in English vtrse. 
LoiiiLm. IC^-!, IMnw. This is Ihe iiik- of Philouul, pam- 
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P^mstically versified from the sixth book of Ovid's 

^^^tAmorphoees, and dedicated to Henry Parker, Lord 

-'^ortey and Monnt-Eagle. " The patterns and patrone of 

In this Tolnme Parker styles himself **the 

*8 Secretary**; and in the epistle dedicatory he 

modestly apologises for its execution. ** If my Night- 

e's song please the honest and intelleetuall man, she 

her wish; for she sings not to please knaves and 

Ics; nor can they hurt her much; unlesse they shoote 

" dead with the arrowes of aspersion. But I think none 

^o inhumane to hurt, much lesse to kill a Nightingale ; 

-T^ore she is confident ci her safety, and dares adven- 

'^ into the worid to warble forth her own disaster.** The 

' 1 cowing stanza is a fiedr specimen of the poem : — 

'* I, Philomel, tum'd to a Nightingale, 

Fled to the woods, and 'gainst a bryer or thome 

I »it, and warble out my moumfull tale ; — 
To sleepe I alwaies have with heed forborne, 
But sweetly sing at evening, noone and mome; 

No time yields rest unto my dulcide throat, 

But still I ply my lachrimable throat.** {Qy. note.) 

barker was also the publisher, if not the author, of " The 
^^^land of Withered Roses," one of the best of those 
^^^ lections of Ballads, which came out in profusion in the 
^^^^ of James I. 

fiut it is as the author of the popular song or ballad 

* ^he king enjoys his own again,** which must elevate Martin 

"*^rker above the rank of a mere " Grub Street scribbler, 

*^d great ballad-monger of Charles the First's time," as 

^^r. Ilitson designates him. For it has been well remarked, 

tivut liad Ritson known he was the author of the al)ove 

^•n^, of which he spoaks so favourably in the following 
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extract from his Ancient Songs (p. i^^9), he might havt* 
softened the stigma; — " It is with partiadar pleasure^ tliat 
the Editor is enabled to restore to the public the original 
words of the mo$t famou$ and popular air ever heard of m 
thit eountrif. Invented to support the declining interest 
of the royal martyr, it served afterwards, with more soooess, 
to keep up the spirit of the cavaliers, and promote the 
restoration of his son ; an event it was employed to celebrate 
all over the kingdom. At the revolution it of course be- 
came an inherent of the exiled fiimily, whose cause it 
never deserted. And as a tune is said to have been a 
principal mean of depriving king James of the crown, this 
veiT air, upon two memorable occasions, was very near be- 
ing instrumental in replacing it on the head of his son. 
It is believed to be a fact, that nothing fed the entliusiasm 
of the Jacobites, down almost to the present reign, in ever>' 
comer of Great Britain, more than * The King shall enjoy 
bis own again;* and even the great orator of tlie party, in 
tliat celebrated harangue which furnished the present poet 
laureat with one of his happiest and finest poems, was al- 
ways thought to have al hided to it, in bis remarkable 
quotation from Virgil of 

' Carmina tum melius cum venerit ipse canemus.' ** 

Mr. Ritson selected the song from a collection, entitled 
** The Loyal Garland, containing choice songs and sonnets 
of our late happy revolution.** London^ 1671, Idmo., black 
letter. 

A ballad entitled ** John and Joan, or a mad couple well 
met,** is also attributed by Ritson in his "Ancient Songs** to 
Martin Parker (p. *239): and in the mock romance of " Don 
Zani del Fogo," 1656, a marginal note speaks of Martin 
Parker's heroic |K)em called *• Valentine and Orson.*' 
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"A TRUE TALE OF ROBBIN HOOD. 

Ob, a brief touch of the life and death of that renowned 
outlaw, Robert, Earle of Huntington, Tulgarlj called 
Bobbin Hood, who lived and died in 1198,* being the 
9th jeare of king Richard the first, commonly called 
Richard Ouer de Lyon ; carefully collected out of the 
truest writers of our English Chronicles, and published 
for the satisfaction of those who desire to see truth 
purged from fidsehood. 

BT MARTIN PARKER.** 

At the end of the tale is the following epitaph, ** which 
the prioresse of the monastery of Kirkes Lay in Yorkshire, 
set over Robbin Hood, which was to bee reade within these 
hundreth yeares (though iu old broken English), much to 
the same sence and meaning.*' 

Decembris quarto die 1198. anno rtgni Richardii primi 9. 
Robert earle of Huntington, 
Lies under this little stone, 
No archer was like him so good; 
His wildnesse named him Robbin Hood; 
Full thirteene yeares and something more, 
These northern parts he vexed sore; 
Such outlawes as bee and his men, 
May England never know agen. 

** Some other superstitious words were in it, which I 
Uiought fit to leave out."f — Martin Parker, 



* An ftbsnrd mistake. 

t Now, mider this precise gentleman's favour, one would be glad 
to know what these sune ^ superstitious words" were; there not be- 
ing any thing of the kind in Dr. Gale's copy, which seems to be the 
original, and which is shorter by two lines than the above. — RrrsoN. 
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IX. 

A TRUE TAUC OF ROBIN !l<Ml|>. 



IknH gentlenen, or jreomcn lioulil. 

Or whRtAoevor jou are. 
To have a Rtately fttory tould 

Atimtioii now prei^aro : 

It in a tale of Robin Hood, 

Which I U> vou will tell, 
Wliich lieing rightly undonitood. 

I know will pl(*ajie you well. 

Thin Rohhin (so much talked on) 

Was 4>nro a man of fame, 
InHtili*<i earle (»f Huntington, 

Lord lioliert Houd l»y name. 

In courtship and maj»nifirenre 
His <iuTiage won him pmyse. 

And greater favour witli hi*< prince 
Than any in hiii dayos. 

In bounteous lilienilitv 

He too much did exf*ell. 
And loTed men of quality 

More than exce^nling well. 

Hifi gn^at n*Tennues all be aould 
For wine and costly cbc<»n* ; 

Iff kept three hundnnl Imwmen Udd. 
W*' Hh«N»tin;» lt»\«'d «♦<) di'iire 
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No archer living in his time 
With him might well compare : 

He practised all his youthfull prime 
That exercise most rare. 

At last, bj his profuse expence. 
He had consumed his wealth ; 

And, being outlawed by his prince. 
In woods he liv*d by stealth. 

The abbot of Saint Maries rich. 

To whom he mony ought. 
His hatred to the earle was such 

That he his downeflEdl wrought. 

5>o being outlawed (as *tis told) 

He with a crew went fortli 
Of lusty cutters* stout and bold. 

And robbed in the Nortli. 

Among the rest one Little John, 

A veoman bold and free, 
Who could (if it stood him upon) 

With ease encounter three. 

One hundred men in all he got. 
With whom (the story saves) 

Three hundred commen men durst not 
Hold combat any waves. 



* Sharkiog fellows [called cutters or cut-purses, from their 
practice of stealing purses by cutting them away from the girdle, in 
which it was the custom to carry them.} 
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That he would give and lend to them, 
To heipe them in their ueede ; 

This made all poore men pray for him. 
And ^ish he well might speede. 

The widdow and the fiitherlesse 
He would send meanes onto ; 

And those whom fiunine did oppresse 
Found him a friendly foe. 

Nor would he doe a woman wrong. 

But see her safe conveid : 
He would protect with power strong 

All those who crav*d his ayde. 

The abbot of Saint Maries then, 

\Mio him undid before, 
Was riding with two hundred men. 

And gold and silver store : 

But Bobbin Hood upon him set. 
With his couragious sparkes. 

And all *the coyne perforce did get, 
\Miich was twelve thousand markes. 

He bound the abbot to a tree, 
And would not let him passe. 

Before that to his men and he 
His lordship had said masse : 

Which being done, upon his horse 

He set him fast astride. 
And with his face towards his * * * 

He forced him to ride. 
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His men were faino to be liits guide, 

For he rode backward home : 
The abbot, being thns villified. 

Did sorely chafe and fume. 

Thus Bobbin Hood did vindicate 

His former wrongs received : 
For 'twas this covetous prelate 

That him of land bereaved. 

The abbot he rode to the king. 

With all the haste he could ; 
And to his grace he eveiy thing 

Exactly did unfold : 

And sayd if that no course were ta*en. 

By force or stratagem. 
To take this rebel and his tndne. 

No man should passe for them. 

The king protested by and by 

Unto the abbot then, 
That Bobbin Hood with speed should dye. 

With all his merry men. 

But e're the king did any send. 

He did another feate. 
Which did his grace much more offend. 

The &ct indeed was great: 

For in a short time after that 

Tlie kings receivers went 
Towards London vdth the coyne they got. 

For 's highncs>s northernc rent : 



iU A TRUE TALK OF BOBIN* HOOD. 

Bold Bobbin Hood and Little John, 

With the rest of tlieir traine, 
Not dreading kw, set them upon« 

And did their gold obtaine. 

The king much moved at the same, 

And the abbots talke also. 
In this his anger did proclaime. 

And sent word to and fro. 

That whosoe'er alive or dead 
Could bring bold Bobbin Hood, 

Should have one thousand markes well paid 
In gold and silver good. 

This promise of the king did make 

Full many yeomen bold, 
Attempt stout Bobbin Hood to take 

With all the force they could. 

But still when any came to him 

W^ithin the gay greene wood. 
He entertainement gave to them 

With venison fat and good ; 

And shew'd to them such martiale sport 

With his long bow and arrow, 
That they of him did give report. 

How that it was great sorow, 

That such a worthv man as he 

Should thus be put to shift, 
Being lat£ a lord of high degree, 

Of living quite bereft. 
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'File king to take him, more and more. 

Sent men of mickle might ; 
But he and his Btill beate them sore, 

And conquered them in fight : 

Or else with love and courtesie, 

To him he won their hearts. 
Thus still he lived by rohbeiy 

Throughout the northeme parts ; 

• 

And all the country stood in dread 

Of Robbin Hood and *s men : 
For stouter lads ne're liv*d by bread 

In those days, nor since then. 

The abbot which before I nam'd. 

Sought all the meanes he could 
To have by force this rebele ta'ne, 

And his adherents bold. 

Therefore he arm*d five hundred men, 

With furniture compleate ; 
But the outlawes slew halfe of them, 

And made the rest retreate. 

The long bow and the arrow keene 

They were so us'd unto. 
That still he kept the forrest greene 

In spight o* th* proudest foe. 

• 
Twelve of the abbots men he tooke, 

Wlio came him to have ta'ne, 
When all the rest the field forsooke, 
These he did entertaine : 
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With banquetting and merriment. 

And, having us*d them well. 
He to their lord them safely sent, 

And wiird them him to tell. 

That if he would be pleased at last 

To beg of our good king, 
That he might pardon what was past, 

And him to favour bring. 

He would surrender backe again 

The money which before 
Was taken by him and his men 

From him and many more. 

Poore men might safely passe by him, 
And some that way would chuse. 

For well they knew that to helpe them 
He evermore did use. 

But where he knew a miser rich 
That did the poore oppresse, 

To feel his coyne his hands did itch, 
He*d have it more or lesse : 

And sometimes, when the high-way fayrd. 

Then he his courage rouses. 
He and his men have oft assayld 

Such rich men in their houses. 

So that, through dread of Robbin then. 

And Ills adventurous crew, 
The mizers kept great store of men, 

Which else maintaynd but few. 



A TRUE TALE OF ROIUN HOOD. 07 

King Richanl, of that name the first, 

Sirnamed Cuer de Lyon, 
Went to defeate the Pagans curst, 

Who kept the coasts of Syon. 

The hishop of Ely chanoelor. 

Was left a vice-roy here» 
Who, like a potent emperor, 

Did proudly domminere. 

Our chronicles of him report, 

That commonly he rode 
WiUi a thousand horse from court to court. 

Where he would make abode. 

He, riding doAvn towards the north. 

With his aforesayd train, 
Robbin and his men did issue forth. 

Them all to entertaine; 

And with the gallant gray-goose wing 

They shewd to them such playe, 
Tliat made their horses kicke and fling. 

And (lowne their riders lay. 

Full glad and faine the bishop was. 

For all his thousand men. 
To seek what meanes he could to passe 

From out of Bobbins ken. 

Two hundred of his men were kil'd. 

And fourescore horses good, 
Thirty, who did as captives yeeld, 

Wen» carryod to the greene wi>od ; 

Vol.. II. o 
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Which afterwards were Fansomed, 

For twenty markes a man: 
The rest set spnrres to horse, and fled 

To th' town of Warrington. 

The bishop sore enraged then, 
Did, in king Richards name. 

Muster a power of northeme men, 
These outlawes bold to tame. 

But Robbin with his ooortesie 

So wonne the meaner sort, 
That they were loath on him to try 

What rigor did impoit. 

So that bold Robbin and his traiiie 

Did live unhurt of them. 
Until 1 king Richard came agaiile 

From faire Jerusalem : 

And then the talke of Robin Hood 

His royal eares did fiU ; 
His grace admir'd that i* th' grcene wood 

He thus continued still. 

So tliat the country farre and neare 
Did give him great applause ; 

For none of them neede stand in feare. 
But such as broke the lawes. 

He wished well unto the king. 
And prayed still for his health, 

And never practis'd any thing 
Apiiiist the conimon-wt»alth. 
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Oneljr, because he ivas undone 

By th* crewele clergie then ; 
All meanes that he could thinke upon 

To vexe such kinde of men. 

He enterpriz*d with hateful spleene; 

For which he was to blame, 
For fault of some to wreake his teene 

On all that by him came. 

With wealth which he by robbeiy got 

Eight almes-houses he built. 
Thinking thereby to purge the blot 

Of blood which he had spilt. 

Such was their blinde devotion then, 

Depending on their workes ; 
Which if *twere true, we Christian men 

Inferiour were to Turkes. 

But, to speak true of Kobbin Hood, 

And wrong him not a jot. 
He never would shed any mans blood 

That him invaded not 

Nor would he injure husbandmen. 

That toyld at cart and plough; 
For well he knew, were't not for them 

To live no man knew how. 

llie king in person, with some lords. 

To Nottingham did ride, 
To tr\' what strength and skill affords 

To cnish these outlaws pride. 
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And, as he once before had done. 

He did again*^ procLiime, 
That whosoever would take upon 

To bring to Nottingham, 

Or any place within the land. 

Rebellious Robbin Hood, 
Should be prefer'd in place to stand 

With those of noble blood. 

When Robbin Hood heard of the same. 

Within a little space. 
Into the towne of Nottingham 

A letter to his grace 

He shot upon an arrow head, 

One evening cunningly; 
Which was brought to the king, and reail 

Before his majestie. 

The tennure of this letter was 

That Robbin would submit. 
And be true liegeman to his grace 

In any thing that's fit. 

So that his higlmesse would forgive 
Him and his merry men all ; 

If not, he must i* th* green wood live. 
And* take what chance did Oedl. 

The king would faine have pardoned him, 
liut that some lords did say, 

Tliis president vn\\ much condemn 
Your grace another day. 
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While that the king and lorda did Htay 

Debating on this thing, 
Some of these oatlawes fled away 

Unto the Scottish king. 

For they suppoe'd, if he were tane 

Or to the king did yeeld. 
By th* commons all the rest of 's train 

Full quickely would be queird. 

Of more than full an hundred men. 

But forty tarryed stiU, 
Who were resolv'd to sticke to him 

Let fortune worke her will. 

If none had fled, all for his sake 

Had got their pardon free; 
The king to fiEtvour meant to take 

His merry men and he. 

But e*re the pardon to him came 

This famous archer dy'd : 
His death and manner of the same 

lie presently describe. 

For, being vext to think upon 

His followers revolt. 
In melancholly passidn 

He did recount his fieuilt. 

Perfideous traytors! sayd he then, 

In all your dangers past 
Have I you guarded as my men, 

To leave me thus at last! 
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Thi^ sad perplexity did cause 

A feaver, as some say. 
Which him uuto oonfusion drawes, 

Though by a stranger way. 

This deadly danger to prevent. 
He hie*d him with all speede 

Unto a nunnery, with intent 
For his healths-sake to bleede. 

A iaithlesse fryer did pretend 

In love to let him blood. 
But he by fidshood wrought the end 

Of fisunous Bobbin Hood. 

The fryer, as some say, did this 

To vindicate the wrong: 
Which to tlie clergy he and his 

Had done by power strong. 

Thus dyed he by trecheiy, 
That could not dye by force : 

Had he liv'd longer, certainely 
King Richard, in remorse. 

Had unto £Eivour him received, 

* His' brave men elevated : 
Tis pitty he was of life bereav'd 

By one which he so hated. 

A treacherous leach this fryer was. 

To let him bleed to death ; 
And Ilobbin was, niethinks, an asse 

To trust liim with his breath. 
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His corpse Uie prioress of the place, 

The next day tliat he dj'd, 
Caused to he huried, in mean case, 

Close hy the high-way side. 

And over him she caused a stone 

To he fixed on the ground, 
An epitaph was set thereon, 

Wherein his name was found ; 

The date o* th* yeare and day also, 

Shoe made to he set there; 
That all, who hy the way did goe, 

Might see it plain appeare. 

That such a man as Robbin Hood 

Was buried in that place; 
Ane how he lived in the greene wood 

And robb'd there for a space. 

It seemes that though the clergie he 

Had put to mickle woe. 
He should not quite forgotten he. 

Although he was their foe. 

This woman, though she did him hnte, 

Yet loved his memory ; 
And thought it wondrous pitty tliat 

His fame should with him dye. 

This epitaph, as records tell. 

Within tliis hundred yeares. 
By many was discerned well, 

But time all things out-weares 
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His followers, when he wis dead* 
Were some reoeiT*d to gnve; 

The rest to fomign ooontries fled. 
And left their mtiTe place. 

Although his fiuienll wms but mean. 

This woman had in minde. 
Least his fiune should be bniied clean 

From those that came bdiind. 

For certainly, befinne nor since. 

No man ere ondeisiood. 
Under the reigne of any prince. 

Of one like Bobbin Hood. 

Full thirteene years, and something more. 

These outlawes lived thus ; 
Feared of the rich, loved of the poor: 

A thing most marvelous. 

A thing unpossible to us 

This story seemes to be ; 
None dares be now so venturous. 

But times are chang*d we see. 

We that live in these later dayes 

Of dvile government, 
If need be, have an hundred wayes 

Sudi outlawes to prevent. 

In those dayes men more barbarous were. 

And lived lesse in awe; 
Kow (god be thanked) people feare 

More to offend the law. 
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No roaring guns were then iu use, 
'lliej dix>ainpt of no such thing ; 

Our Englishmen in fight did chuse 
The gallant gray-goose wing: 

In which activi^ these men, 
Through practise, were so good. 

That in those days none equal*d them. 
Specially Robhin Hood. 

So that, it seemes, keeping in caves, 
In woods and forests thicke. 

They'd l)eate a multitude with staves. 
Their arrowes did so pricke: 

And none durst noare unto them come, 

Unlesse in courtesie; 
All buch he bravely would send home 

With mirth and jollity : 

Wliich courtesie won him such love, 

As I iKjfore have told, 
Twas the cheef cause tliat he did prove 

More prosperous than he could. 

Let us be thankefull for these times 
Of plenty, truth and peace ; 

And leave out great and horrid crimes. 
Least they cause this to cease. 

I know there's many fained tales 
Of Robbin Hood and 's crew ; 

But chronicles, which seldome fayles, 
rie|K)rts this to be true. 
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Let none then thinke this b ■ lye, 
For, if 'twere put to th' worBt, 

Thej ma; the troth of all disoy 
I' th' rai^e of Richanl the firaL 

If any reader please to tij. 

As I directioD show. 
The truth of this braye hialoiy, 

Heell find it trae I know. 

And I ahall ihinke myUbour mil 
Bestowed to puipoee good, 

Wbent dudl be nid that I did tell 
Tiue talee of Robbin Hoed. 
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ROBIN HOOD'S GARLANDS. 



Trb Mlowing twentj-seven btllads constitute the contents 
oC thoM popukr collections, which are well known under 
the titie of " Robin Hood's Garlands.** Their origin is thus 
rrlated by Dr. Percy: — 

^ The old minstrel ballads are in the nartksm dialect, 
abound witli antique words and phrases, all extremely in- 
correct, and run into the utmost licence of metre; thej 
ha%e also a romantic wildneaa, and are in the true spirit of 
chivftlrj. The other sort are writu*n in exacter measure, 
have a low or subordinate correctness, sometimes bordering 
oo the insipid, and often well adapted to the pathetic; 
th«^4e are generally in the $outksm dialect, exhibit a more 
modem phraseology, and are commonly descriptive of more 
modem manners. Towards the end of queen Elizabeth's 
rri^. the gtmuint* old niiiiativlHT Heems to have been ex- 
tinct, and thenceforth tlie liallads tluit were produced were 
wholly of the latter kind, and these came forth in such 
ahuDdanoe, that in the reign of James I. they began to be 
collected into little miscellanies, under the name of Oar- 
Umd*, and at length to be written purposely ibr such col- 
lections.*' 

*' In the Pepysian and other libraries are preferred a great 
number of thette. in black letter. l2mo., under the following 
quiiint and alTecte<l litl«*H, viz. : — 

" I A Cru«n tiarlHiid of (tuiilden Roses gathered out 
of Kn^UndV I^»yal (larden. &t\. by lUrhard Johnson, 101*2. 
Inibf lUj«ll«iiiti Libmn'. *2. llifiiuldenGarbuidof Phnct*lT 



\(i^ Komx noons t.arlands. 

Ddighu 3. The Garland of Good-wiU, by T. D.. 16;U. 

4. Tlie Royal Garland of Love and Delight, l»y T. D. 

5. The Garland of Delight, &c. by Thomas Delone. 6. The 
Garland of Love and Mirth, by Thomas Lanfier. 7. Cupid's 
Garland set roond with Giiilded Roses. 8. The Garland 
of Withered Roses, by Martin Parker, 1656. 9. The Shep- 
herd's Garland of Love, Loyalty, Ac. 10. The Coiintij 
Garland. 11. The Golden Garlaiid of Mirth and Merri- 
ment 12. The Lover's Garland. 13. Neptune a Fair 
Garland. 14. England's Fair Garland. 15. Robin Hood's 
Garland. 16. The Maiden's Garhind. 17. A Loyal Gar- 
land of Mirth and Pastime. 18. A Royal Garland of New 
Songs. 19. The Jovial Garland. — 8th edition, 1691, Ac. 

'* This sort of petty publications had anciently the name 
of Petmy Merriments: as little religious tracts of the same 
size were called Penny Godlinesses, In the Pepysian 
Library are multitudes of both kinds." 

The Editor of these volumes is possessed of an old col- 
lection, not in very good condition, containing about one 
hundred and thirty of these garlands, most of them without 
author's name or date. 

The earliest edition of ** Robin Hood's Garland," which 
has fidlen under his notice, is contained in the valuable col- 
lection of books, tracts and MS., &c., bequeathed by Mr. 
Douce to the Bodleian Library; a note in which, in Mr. D.*s 
handwriting, thus speaks of it: — *' No earlier edition of 
' Robin Hood s Garland' than the present is supposed now 
to exist, nor has any other copy of it been seen by the col- 
lectors of the present day. It was unknown to Mr. Ritson 
when he published his excellent collection relating to the 
aUne hero. In vol. i., p. 85, Mr. Ritson speaks of the 
edition of 10^9, as the earliest that he had met >vith." 

Tlu titif pag^ ij> n> follows: — 



Kobin Hood's Garland, 




lli« merry Exploits, ftod the soveral 

VighlB which he, LUtlo John, 

and Will Scariott bad upon 

seven] occMioiw, 

Some uf thtim never brf«ra printed. 

Kttlntd arrording to onlrr. 

Priaud for T. CoU^ W. Vm, and J. Wrisbt. 

1670. 

Thi-> itlition ninlaiiiH onlj sixteen ballads; tnd a* it vmr 

U- |irF<iunied, iliut tlitw were the hmt known and moal 

{■■{Nilaf ■! ihi< dnlr. thi-r iirc now |>riatcd in the onlirr tn 
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which they iirst appeared, with the addition of that entitled 
*' Robin Hood s Birth, Sx.'\ which as it commences with the 
earliest incidents of the life of the hero, is here transferred. 
The Editor is in possession of sevend copies printed 
earij in the nert centiuy, when the number of ballads was 
extended to twenty-four. In an edition printed at York 
bv the well-known Thomas Oent, (that whidi Mr. Ritaon 
thinks the most accurate), there is the following address :•— 

TO ALL aiNTLBMBM ABCBBBt. 

Tail svkod hai long been oat of repair. 

The eooge that are loet, no leeee than nomber fenr; 

Yet now, at laet, bj noet indiutiioue care, 
The Bxteen new loage, mount to twenlj4bar; 

With the lai^e additione, neede mnet pleeee, I know 

All the bright ingenioua yeomen of the boir. 

To rMd how brtTe RoUn Hood and Little John, 
Brare Scarlet. Stutelj, valiant, bold and ftee. 
Each of them did braTolj, fairl j play the man. 

While thej did all rei|ni beneath the greenwood tree. 
Bishops, (Han and monla, Ukewiee manj more 
Perted with their gold for to increeee thdr store, 
Bat ne'rr woold be guilty of robbing the poor. 

The Editor has also on his shelves *' Robin Hood Gar- 
lands" printed in England, Scotland and Ireland, in which 
the number of ballads is .extended to twenty-seven. In 
Peck 8 MS., alluded to in the preface, he intended extend- 
ing them to three score. 

That these ballads were in existence, before they were 
collected into garlands, there is no doubt The broad sheets 
in black letter, from which they were printed, are unfortu- 
nately without date, but the printers' names are appended, 
and these the Editor has given, whenever he could ascer- 
tain them. In 1557 certain "ballets" are entered in tlie 
books of the Stationers' Company to **John Wallye and 
Mre. Tove," one of wliich is entitled " Of Wakefield and a 

m 

pTH»n.** in allusion apjiarcutly to the Itallud of ** Tlu* Finder 
f Wakpficld. ■ ^v. 
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Wmam • hhak Uum oop; !■ tha lai|a «imI nlMhU ooUwCiaa of old 
WlUi ku bcloiciiiK (o TkooMU rnnoo, E^., utd bow ia tLe 
faaMBca at iha Duke or Boibttrgh. Thi* it tb« collcctioa mm- 
riaaari la iIm Hartnan calalogoc, and woold ucm tab* tba ffTMWf 
fBloflkMi>nf(aaU7B»dcb]r oU Bi|[fonl (m* llmnir'i appradii 
I, p. 661), inathrr inlam* or tiro baiinf 
It of hi* iTpncraphical callrctioa* to tha Bridak 
T^ thrat Tolumca wbich neat to (hbonM wmt pre- 
kakly boifht of him bj Ur. Wcat, it wKoac ula tbey w«a« pv- 
ckaaad iij Major rnnoe. bj wboo tb* oolbctiao was aaw-af- 
iMfad. oraBBralnl uJ imprDmL Tb* full litla of ika adginal 
it; - A »•« ballad of boU Robin Hood : (briring hu Uith. bfwliBii, 
lalav, and aania^ al Tilburjr BuUninnioK. CalculaUd far tka 
■widiin of Stafcrdibirr. but na; Hnr Tut Pfrfafthira or KaaL' 
— JfcUi I'l lmtrtdmitm%. [Tbraa lolunm irrtr piiirbaaiil laM jaar 
at Aa <alr of Hr. BriRht'i hbrarj. ft>r ibr Itritub Hmpm, and 
Cva a lalaablr addition tii thiw ■«!«■ ballvli whirb thrj prp- 
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Kind gentlemen* will you be patient i^while? 

Ay, and then you shall hear anon 
A very good ballad of bold Robin Hood» 

And of lu8 man brave Little John.^ 

In Locksly town, in meny Nottinghamahire, 

In many sweet Locksly town. 
There bold Robin Hood he was bom and was bred, 

Bold Robin of famous renown. 

The father of Robin a forrester was, 

And he shot in a lusty strong bow 
Two north country miles and an inch at a sliot. 

As the Pinder of Wakefield does know. 

For he brought Adam Bell, and Clim of the Clugh, 

And William of " Clowdesle." 
To shoot with our forrester for forty mark. 

And the forrester beat them all three. 

His mother was neece to the Coventry knight, 
Which Warwickshire men call sir Guy;| 

For he slew the blue bore that hangs up at the gate. 
Or mine host of the Bull tells a lie. 



* litUe John. ** Little John, cujos ooxendia, in Scotia assenrmtii^ 
qoataordecim pedum altitodinem haboisse dicitur.** Johnmm*M THoai- 
matagnpkia^ p. 456. — Note in Mr. Domce's handwriting. 

t Guy Earl of Warwick.— Note by StuieUy. 
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Her brother was Gamwcl, of Great Gamwel-Hall, ♦ 

A noble house-keeper was be. 
Ay, as ever broke bread in sweet Nottinghamshire, 

And a ^squire of famous degree. 

The mother of Robin said to her hushed. 

My honejy my love, and my dear. 
Let Robin and I ride this morning to Gamwel, 

To taste of my brother*s good cheer. 

And he said, I grant thee thy boon, gentle Joan, 

Take one of my horses, I pray : 
The sun is arising, and therefore make haste. 

For to-morrow is Christmas-day. 

Then Robin Hood's father's grey gelding was brought, 

And sadled and bridled was he; 
God-wot a blue bonnet, his new suit of cloaths, 

And a cloak that did reach to his knee. 

She got on her holyday kirtle and gown. 

They were of a light Lincoln green; 
The cloath was homespun, but for colour and make 

It might * have beseemed ' our queen. 

* ** George Gamwdl, of Gamwell Hall magtuL, Esq. Joanna, wife 
of FiU Odotb, had issue Robin FiU Odoth. Gamwell, the king*s 
forester in Torkshire, mentioned in Camden. See my answer. No. 
II of Lady Roista, where is Robin Hood's tme pedigree.** — 

Stmkdnf. 

** Dr. Stukeley here refers to No. 2 of his Palrographia Britannica, 
p. 115." — Dcmce. "See also Lamb's notes to the battle of Flodden 
field, p. 80. Pegge and Dr. Percy wen* of opinion he was so named, 
qmati Robbing Hode, and by vulgar fiction onl}' Earl of Huntington. 
See Mr. Goagh's remarks on this subject in Gent's. Ma^^ 1793, p. 
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And then Rol»in got on his basket-hilt sword, 

And his dagger on his tother side; 
And said, my dear mother, let's haste to be gone. 

We have forty long miles to ride. 

When Robin had moonted his gelding so grey. 

His figither, withoat any trouble, 
Set her op behind him, and bad her not fear. 

For his gelding had oft carried double. 

And when she was settled, they rode to their neighbours. 
And drank and shook hands with them all; 

And then Robin gallopt, and never gave o're. 
Till they lighted at Gamwel-Hall. 

And now you may think the right worshipful *squire 

Was joyful his sister to see; 
For he kist her, and kist her, and swore a great oath. 

Thou art welcome, kind sister, to me. 

To-morrow, when mass had been said in the chappel. 

Six tables were covered in the hall. 
And in comes the 'squire, and makes a short speech. 

It was. Neighbours, you're welcome all. 

But not a man here shall taste my March beer. 

Till a Christmas carrol he sing. 
Then all clapt their hands, and they shouted and sung. 

Till the hall and the parlour did ring. 

Now mustard and brawn, roast beef and plumb pies, 

Were set ujwn every table : 
And noble George Gamwel said, eat and be merry. 

And drink too ns long as you're al»lo. 
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When dinner was ended, his chiqplain said grace, 
And, bo merry, my friends, said the 'squire; 

It rains, and it blows, but call for more ale. 
And lay some more wood on the fire. 

And now call ye Little John hither to me. 

For little John is a fine lad. 
At gambols and juggling, and twenty such tricks. 

As shall make you both merry and glad. 

When Little John came, to gambols they went. 

Both gentlemen, yeomen, and clown ; 
And what do you think? Why, as true as I live. 

Bold Robin Hood put them all down. 

And now you may think the right worshipful 'squire 

Was joyful this sight for to see; 
For he said. Cousin Robin, thou*st go no more home. 

But tarry and dweU here with me : 

Thou shalt have my land when I. die, and till then. 

Thou shalt be the staff of my age. 
Then grant me my boon, dear uncle, said Robin, 

That Little John may be my page. 

And he said, kind cousin, I grant thee thy boon ; 

With all my heart, so let it be. 
Then come hither. Little John, said Robin Hood, 

Come hither my page unto me : 

Go fetch me my bow, my longest long bow, 

And broad arrows, one, two, or three. 
For when 'tis fair weatlier well into Sherwood, 

Some merr)' pastime to see. 
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When Robin Hood came into meny Sherwood, 

He winded his bugle so clear; 
And twice five and twenty good yeomen and bold. 

Before Robin Hood did appear. 

Where are your companions all? said Bob Hood, 

For still I want forty and three. 
Then said a bold yeoman* Lo, yonder they stand. 

All under a green wood tree. 

As that word was spoke, Clorinda came by. 
The queen of the shepherds was she ; 

And her gown was of velvet as green as the grass. 
And her buskin did reach to her knee. 

Her gait it was graceful, her body was straight. 
And her countenance free from pride; 

A bow in her hand, and quiver and arrows 
Hung dangling by her sweet side. 

Her eye-brows were black, ay, and so was her hair. 
And her skin was as smooth as glass; 

Her visage spoke wisdom, and modesty too: 
Sets with Robin Hood such a lass ! 

Said Robin Hood, Lady fiEur, whither away ? 

O whither, Oair lady, away? 
And she made him an answer, to kill a fiit buck ; 

For to-morrow is Titbuiy day. 

Said Robin Hood. Lady fair, wander with mo 

A little to yonder green bower; 
There set down to rest you, and you slmll bo sure 

Of a brace or u * Icubh ' in an hour. 
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And as we were going towards the green bower. 

Two hundred good bucks we espj^d; 
She chose out the fattest that was in the herd, 

And she shot him through side and side. 

By the fiuth of my body, said bold Robin Hood, 

I never saw woman like thee; 
And com*st thou from east, or com*8t thou from west, 

Thou needst not beg venison of me. 

However, along to my bower you shall go, 

And taste of a forrester*8 meat: 
And when we came thither we found as good cheer 

As any man needs for to eat. 

For there was hot venison, and warden pies* cold, 
Cream clouted, with honey-combs plenty; 

And the sarvitors they were beside Little John, 
Good yeomen at least four and twenty. 

Clorinda said, tell me your name, gentle sir; 

And he said, 'tis bold Robin Hood : 
*Squire GamweFs my uncle, but all my delight 

Is to dwell in the merry Sherwood; 

For *tis a fine life, and 'tis void of all strife. 

So 'tis, sir, Clorinda reply*d. 
But oh! said bold Robin, how sweet would it be. 

If Clorinda would be my bride ! 



* Warden* are a species of large pears. In Shakspere's ** Winter's 
Tale," the clown, enumerating the articles he had to provide for the 
ahoi'p-sheariiig feast, says he " must have saffron to colour the wartlen 
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She blusht at the motion; yet, after a pause 

Said, Yes, sir, and with all mj heart 
Then let us send for a priest, said Robin Hood, 

And be married before we do part. 

Bat she said, it may not be so, gentle sir/ 

For I must be at Titbuiy feast; 
And if Robin Hood will go thither with me, 

111 make him the most welcome guest. 

Said Rolnn Hood, reach me that buck. Little John, 

For 111 go along with my dear; 
And bid my yeomen kill six brace of bucks. 

And meet me to-morrow just here. 

Before he had ridden five Staffordshire miles, 

Eight yeomen, that were too bold, 
Bid Robin Hood stand, and deliver his buck ; 

A truer tale never was told. 

I will not, fidth, said bold Robin; come, John, 

Stand by me, and well beat *em all. 
Then both drew their swords, and so cut *em, and 

That five of them did &11. [slaaht *em. 

The three that remained call'd to Robin for quarter. 

And pitiful John begg*d their lives: 
When John*s boon was granted, he gave them good 

And sent them all home to their wives. [counsel. 

This battle was fought near to Titbury town,* 
When the l>agpii>es baited the bull; 

Tutbury, or Stutesbury, Slatrordshirc. This celebrated place 
be^ about four mili>ii fiuui Uurtoii-ui>ou-l'rent, on the west bank of 
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I'm the king of che 6dlenk unl I hwemr *tis tnitb. 
And I ctll hin xhMl doubu it a guU : 

For I CAW them fighting, and fiddled the vhile. 
And Clorinda sung *' Hej deny down ! 

The bqmkina are beaten, p«t ap thy avoid, Boh» 
And now let a dance into the town. 

Before we caune to it, we heard a strange ahoating. 

And all that wrre in it I<ok*d madlj; 
For aome were on ball-back, some dancing a morris 

And !M.»m«* singing Arthur-^' liradiy. 
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And there we see Thomas, our justices clerk. 

And Mary, to whom he was kind ; 
For Tom rode before her, and called Mary madam. 

And kiss'd her full sweetly behind : 

And 80 may your worships. Bat we went to dinner. 

With Thomas and Mary» and Nan; 
They all drank a health to Clorinda, and told her. 

Bold Robin Hood was a fine man. 

When dinner was ended, sir Roger, the parson 

Of Dubbridge, was sent for in haste : 
He brought his mass-book, and he bad them take 

And joyn'd them in marriage full fast [hands. 



roped, and being broagbt to the market cross was baited with doga. 
After this be was dehTered to the minstrels, who might dispose of 
him as they deemed proper. 

An Inspezimiis by Henry VI, relatiTO to the customs of Tntbury, 
makes mention of this extraordinary one in the following words: — 
^ There is an ancient practice belonging to the honor of Tutbury, 
that the minstrels who come to matins there, on the feast of th# 
Assompiion of the Blessed Virgin, shall have a bull gireo by the 
prior of Totbnry, if they can take him on this side the river Don, 
which is next to Tntbnry ; or else the prior shall give them zkL ; for 
the enjoyment of which custom they shall give to the lord, at th# 
said feast, jeariy xxd." 

In consequence of the outrages committed at this boll-nmning 
and baiting, an end was put to the barbarous custom, by commntatioii« 
between seventy and eighty years since. An annual court, however, 
called the Minstrels' Court, continued to be held at the steward's house, 
which was situated on a part of the site of the ancient castle. The 
Duke of Devonshire is the owner of the priory. Vide " Blount's 
Anrient Tenures/' " Hawkins's History of Music," " Stnitt's Sports 
and Pastimes," for fuller particulars of this ancient custom. 
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Aud then, as bold Robin Hood sod his sweet bride 
W«nt lund in hand to the green lM>irer, 

The birds tung with plaiiore in merry Sherwood, 
And *twB8 a iWMt jojful boor. 

And when Robin eune in ri^i of the bower* 

Where are mj jeomeD? atid he: 
And Little John tnswer'd, lo« jonder thej stand. 

All onder the graen wood tree. 

Then a guiand thej bron^t her bj two and bj two. 

And pbc'd them at the bride's bed: 
The mosic struck op, and we all fell to dance. 

Till the bridt- and the bridegroom were a-bed. 

An«l what the? did there must be rouns>el to me, 

iWaose thej lay long the next daj ; 
And I had haste home, but I got a good piece 

Of bride-cake, and so came awaj. 

Now out, alas! I had for|^tten to tell ye. 

That marry 'd they were with a ring; 
And so will Nan Knight, or lie buried a maiden. 

And now let ut» pimy for the king : 

That he may get children, and they may get more. 

To goTem and do us some good : 
And then 111 make ballads in Robin Hood*s bower. 

And sing em in merry Sherwood. 

I»ndun: priutrd by and for W. ().. and are to be Hold 
br the booluellers. 
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ROBIN HOOD'S PROGRESS TO NOTTINGHAM. 



Fboh an old black-letter copj in the collectioii of Anthonj 

a Wood. It is there said to go "To the tone of Bold 

RoUn Hood;" and the cbonu is repeated in mvrj olaiu&. 

To the aboTe title are added the foUowing doggerel lines: 

Wbcn bee met with &fl«eii forra a tan all on a nw, 

And bee deuicd of than mom newa for to know. 

Bat with eroMe gnin'd word* thef did him thwart, 

For which at laM hoe made them nnaii.* 



■ Tberr are two copjpa of this ballad in tbe BoibQIfh coUectiofi, 
DOW pbccd on the tbelvei of the BritUb Hiu^um, with which thia 
hu b«en eoUued and ■ 
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ROBIN HOODS PROOEE8S TO NOTTINGHAM. 



RoBiK Hood he was a tall young man. 
Deny, deny down, 
And fifteen winters old ; 
And Roinn Hood he was a proper young man, 
Of courage stout and bold. 

Hey down, derry, deny down. 

Ilobin Hood he would unto flEdr Nottingliam, 

With the general for to dine; 
There was bee ware of fifteen forresters, 
And a drinking bear, ale, and wine.* 

What news? What news? said bold Robin Hood, 
What news fain wouldest thou know? 

Our king hath provided a shooting match, 
And Tm ready with my bow. 



* Tlie foflowing stmiua is extracted from a note in Mr. Doiico*s 
hand-writiiig in Us copy of Bitson's edition of ** Robin Hood** be- 
queathed bj Mr. D. to the Bodleian Library, and which formerly 
belonged to Dr. SCnkeley, having his autograph in the title page, as 
well as some notes in the doctor's writing: 



When Eobin came to Nottingham, 
Deiry, deny, down, 
His dinner all for to dine ; 
There met him fifleen joUj foresters, 
Wenr drinJung ale and wine. 

DukB or Newcastl»:*8 play of The yarieUc,p. 67. 
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We hold it in sooru then, said the forrest^rs. 

That ever a boy so young 
Should bear a bow before our king, 

That's not able to draw one string. 



lie hold you twenty mariu, said bold Robin Hood, 

By the leave of oar lad^. 
That lie hit a mark a hundred rod*. 

And He cause a hart to dye. 

Wei hold ydu twenty mark, then said the forresldrs. 

By the leave of our lady. 
Thou hit*8t not the marke a hundred rod, 

Nor causest a hart to dye. 

Robin Hood he bent up a noble bow. 

And a broad arrow he let flye. 
He hit the nuirk a hundred rod. 

And he caused a hart to dye. 

Some said he brake ribs one or two. 

And some say hee brake three; 
The arrow in the hart would not abide. 

But it glanced in two or three. 

The hart did skip, and the hart did leap, 

And the hart lay on the ground; 
The wager is mine, said bold Robin Hood, 

Ift were for a thousand pound. 



* Poles, perches. A rod, pole, or perch, is usumlly sixteen feet 
and s half, but in Sherwood forest (according to Blount) it is twenty- 
one feet, the foot there being eighteen inches. 
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The wager 8 uoue of thine, theu said the forresters, 

Although thou beest in haste; 
Take up thy bow, and get thee hence. 

Lest wee thy sides do baste. 

Robin Hood he took up his noble bow, 

And his broad arrows all amain; 
And Robin Hood he laught, and begun to smile. 

As he went oyer the plain. 

Then Robin hee bent his noble bow. 

And his broad arrowes he let flye. 
Till fourteen of these fifteen forresters 

Upon the ground did lye. 

He that did this quarrel first begin. 

Went tripping over the plain; 
But Robin Hood he bent his noble bow. 

And hee fecht him back again. 

You said I was no archer, said Robin Hood, 

But say so now iigain; 
With that he sent another arrow, 

That split his head in twain. 

You have found mee an archer, said Robin Hood, 
Which will make your wives for to wring, 

And wish that you had never spoke the word. 
That I could not draw one string. 

The people that lived in fair Nottingham 

Came running out amain, 
Sup|M>sing to liave taken bold Robin Hooci, 

With tlio forrcstci's tliat were slain. 



I'M ROBIN HOODS PBuassae to imttinouaii 

Some lost l^s, «nd eome loet mnns, 

Aitd some did l<we their blood; 
But Bobiii bee look up hia nobb bow. 

And is gone to the nMny green wood. 

Hie; cmrried theae fometera into iair Motta^Min, 

As many there did know; 
Tbej dig'd -them gnrea in their ohui<cb-;ard. 
And thej buried them all on a row.* 
Printed for T. Golea, T. Vera, and J. Wri^L 




* A few dajB ago ■■ (ome labooren wsre '*'gc'"g in ■ gudm u 
Fai-laoe, dmt Nottinghini, thej di*coT«red aU haman dteletom 
ntire, drpociled in tegnkr o>d«r tide by nde, nppond to be pan of 
Cbe fifteen SMatert tlut wan kOM bj Bobin Hood. Naar iIm 
•bom {dace tncicndy •tood ■ elmicb, bnilt in th« eulj age* of 
diiutunil;, dedicated to St. Hkhael. whieh wu totally demoliahed 
■t the Befbtmaliai. Tet (till Uw puiabiotMn, on oaitain limee re- 
pair to Ibis place for religiooi pmpoaaa, it bcong oonaidend m oon- 
•ccnttd groond. lo Ihit place at dilfctent time* great quantitiea of 
bmuaii bonea hare been found, beaidea KTanl Suioa and old 
Eii|,'luh coiu. &C., &c— Ccudnuii'i Magaimt, Afhl ITM. 




lUHilS H'Kit* .\Sl* THE STRANGEIL 



Kr'-m in old bUek-ktur eopr in Uk a>U«rtMB «f AaikfJtn 
■ Wtxid. TV title D0« pTin t» tUi bsIU m ttai vi.yi, 
ii xi-mi u> have otigiBall* UjnK: faft*iB« Uk^ 1f»A)Mj 
ftlutcd lo ~hwUa Hw>4 nralj rm*«d.* Tbt apatok' 
••.Mutt* ■iiMMiiBg tbc Mtoed {«n vil] W n|ibuM)l » « 
nritf —Aim. 

i?'>tTKU<l siih the K>f7 «i>fc WM W*/^ Pimw • tc/a 
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XII. 
BOBIM HOOD AMD THE 8TRAMGBR. 



Come listen anbile, joa gendemen all. 

With a bflj down, down, a down, down. 

That are this hower within. 
For a atoiy of gdlant hold Bohin Hood, 

I poipose now to he|^ 

What time of daj? quoth flohin Hood then; 

Quoth little John, *ti8 in the prime. 
Whj then we will to the green wood gang. 

For we have no vittles to dine. 

As Robin Hood walkt the forreet along, 

It was in the mid of the day, 
There he was met of a deft* young man. 

As ever walkt on the way. 

His doublet was of silk, he said, 

His stockings like scarlet shone; 
As he walked on along the way. 

To Robin Hood then unknown. 

A herd of deer was in the bend. 

All feeding before his &ce : 
Now the best of you ile have to my dinner, 

And that in a little space. 

• Well>looking, neatly drost 
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Now the Btranger he mode no mickle adoc, 

But he beuds a right good bow. 
And the best buck in the herd he slew, 

Forty good yards him froe. 

Well shot* well shot, quod Robin Hood then. 

That shot it was shot in time; 
And if thou wilt accept of the place, 

Thou shalt be a bold yeoman of mine. 

Go play the chiyen,* the stnmger said. 

Make haste and quickly go, 
Or with my fist, be sure of this. 

He give thee buffets sto*. 

Thou had*st not best buffet me, quod Robin Hood, 

For though I seem forlorn. 
Yet I can have those that will take my part, 

If I but blow my horn. 

Thou wast not best wind thy horn, the stranger said, 

Beest thou never so much in haste, 
For I can draw out a good broad sword, 

And quickly cut the blast 

Then Robin Hood bent a very good bow 
To shoot, and that he would fain ; 



* Mr. Ritson queries this word without remark. We cmn only 
offer a bare conjecture as to its meaning. Shiver was anciently 
written ekher, of which there are examples in Chaucer and Gower, 
and it is possible that ehivem is a derivative, signifying coward or 
trrmhkr, but we can produce no authority in support of this interpre- 
tation. — Ei>. 
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The stranger he bent a very good bow. 
To shoot at bold Robin again. 

O hold thy hand, hold thy hand, quod Robin Hood, 

To shoot it would be in vain; 
For if we should shoot the one at the other. 

The one of us may be slain. 

But let*s take our swords and our broad bucklers. 

And gang under yonder tree. 
As I hope to be sav*d, the stmnger said. 

One foot I will not flee. 

Then Robin Hood lent the stmnger a blow, 

!Mo6t scared him out of his wit: 
Thou never felt blow, the stranger he said. 

That shall be better quit 

The stzanger he drew out a good broad sword. 

And hit Robin on the crown. 
That from every haire of bold Robin*s head 

The blood nn trickling down. 

God a mercy,* good fellow! quod Robin Hood then. 

And for this that thou hast done, 
Tell me, good fellow, what thou art. 

Tell me where thou doest wone.f 

The stranger then answered bold Robin Hood, 

He tell thee where I did dwell ; 
In Maxwell| town I wa^ bred and bom. 

My name is young Garawel. 

* Qramcrcj, thanks. Grand wtaxi, Fr. 
t DwelL — Ch4imeer. | Maxfield, in one edition. 
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For killing of my own father s steward, 

I am forc*d to this English wood, 
And for to seek an uncle of mine, 

Some caU him Robin Hood. 

" But art thou a cousin of Robin Hood then ? 

The sooner we should have done.** 
As I hope to be saT*d, the stranger then said, 

I am his own sister's son* 

But, lord! what kissing and courting was there. 

When these two cousins did greet! 
And Uiey went all that summer's day. 

And Little John did [not] meet 

But when they met with Little John, 
He unto them did say, 

master, pray where have you been. 
You have tarried so long away? 

1 met with a stranger, quod Robin Hood, 
Full sore he hath beaten me. 

Then lie have a bout with him, quod Little John, 
And try if he can beat me. 

Oh no, oh no, quoth Robin Hood then. 

Little John, it may not be so; 
For he is my own dear sister's son, 

And cousins I have no mo. 

But he shall be a bold yeoman of mine, 

My chief man next to thee ; 
And I Robin Hood, and thou Little John, 

And Scalock* he shall be. 



• Tbv lioxburgb edition rctuh ScarJct. 
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And weel be three of the bravest outlaws 
That live in the north conntiy. 

If you vdll hear more c^ bold Robin Hood, 
In the second part it will be. 



[PART THE SECOND .♦] 



Now Robin Hood, Will Scadlock, and Little John 

Are walking over the plain. 
With a good fat bock, which Will Scadlock, 

With his strong bow had slain, 

• This (from in old bladc-lettsr copy la liiyor PeanoD*s coUee- 
tioo) u eridentlj the genidiie teoond psrt of the pcwiPt ballad: al- 
though ooQstantly printed at an indepaadent artidap imdir the tide 
of **Bofata Hood, Win ScadhMsk, and little John: Or, a nnfativa of 
Aeir nctorici obtained against the prinoe of Aragon i^ the two 
glante; and how Will Scadlock married the prinoem. Ttaw of 
Bofain Hood: or Hey down, down, a down:** Instead of which, in all 
Ibmer edilioos, are given the following incoherent stanaa which 
hate an die appearance of being the fragment of a difbccntballad: — 

Tacv bold Bobiu Hood lo tbe north ht woald go. 

With Hkmr tnd mkkk migbt. 
With avord hy hk iMo, wUih oft had hatn lri*d. 

To fifbtaad neorer his right 



The int thai ho BK WW a boony hoM Soot, 
Hk nrrut he aaid ho woald bo. 

Ko, quoCh Robin Hood, it oannot be good. 
For thon wilt provo him aalo me; 

Tboa haat ooC been true lo tire nor cuz. 

Naj, DMury, the Soot, he said, 
As trae M your heart, lie ueTcr put, 

Gude BMMlcr, be not aftvid. 
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Jog on, jog on, cries Robin Hood, 

The day it rons full fast; 
For tho* my nephew me a breakfast gave, 

I have not yet broke my fast 

Then to yonder lodge let us take our way, 

I think it wondrous good, 
"Where my nephew by my bold yeomen 

Shall be welcom*d unto the green-wood. 

With that he took his bugle-horn. 

Full well he could it blow; 
Streight from the woods came marching down 

One hundred tall fellows and mo. 

Stand, stand to your arms, crys Will Scadlock, 

Lo! the enemies are within ken. 
With that Robin Hood he laughed aloud, 

Ciying, they are my bold yeomen. 



Then Robin turned bi« tkce to the eMt, 

Fif(bt on, mj merry men itont; 
Cor cune b good, qnod braTe Robin Hood, 

And w« ibaU not be beaten oot. 

The beCMl grow* bot on ererj tide. 

The •eotohmnn made grant Bonn: 
Quoth Joekey, gnde idth, Ibej fight on eneh tide. 

Would I ware with mj wife Joan! 



The cacaiy nompiet bcmve Robin about, 

*Ti« long ere the battel ende; 
TbOT*t ndtl>er will jidd, nor gire up the field , 

For both are supplied with ftiends. 

Tbis soog it wae made in Robin Hood*s dayes: 

Let'* prmj unto Jove aboTe, 
To give n« true peace, that mischief ma; cease. 

And war maj give place unto love. 
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Who, when they aniy'd, and Robin espy^d, 

Ci7*d, master, what is your will? 
We thou^t yon had in danger been, 

Toor horn did sound eo shiilL 

Now nay, now nay, quoth Robin Hood, 

The danger is past and gone; 
I would have you welcome my nephew here. 

That has paid me two for one. 

In feasting and sporting they passed the day. 

Till Phcebus sunk into the deep; 
Then each one to his quarters hy*d. 

His guard there for to keep. 

Long had they not walk*d within the green-wood. 

But Robin he soon espy*d, 
A beautiful damsel all alone. 

That on a black palfrey did ride. 

Her riding-suit was of a sable hue black. 

Cypress over her foce. 
Through which her rose-like cheeks did blush. 

All with a comely grace. 

Come tell me the cause, thou pretty one. 

Quoth Robin, and tell me aright, 
From whence thou comest, and whither thou goest, 

All in this mournful plight? 

From London I came, the damsel reply*d, 

From London upon the Thames, 
Which circled is, O grief to tell! 

Besieg'd with foreign arms, 
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By the proud prince of Arragon, 
Who swears by his martial hand 

To have the princess to his spouse, 
Or else to waste this land; 

Except such champions can be found, 
That dare fight three to three, 

Against the prince, and giants twain. 
Most horrid for to see; 

Whose grisly looks, and eyes like brands, 
Strike terrour where they come. 

With serpents hissing on their helms. 
Instead of feathered plume. 

The princess shall be the victor's prize, 
The king hath vow'd and said, 

And he that shall the conquest win. 
Shall have her to his bride. 

Now we are four damsels sent abroad. 
To the east, west, north, and soutli, 

To try whose fortune is so good 
To find these champions forth. 

But all in vain we have sought about. 

For none so bold there are 
That dare adventure life and blood. 

To free a lady £ur. 

When is the day? quoth Robin Hood, 

Tell me this and no more. 
On Midsummer next, the dam sel said. 

Which is June the twenty-four. 
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With that the teaiB trickled down her cheeks. 

And silent ms her tongue: 
linth sighs and sobs she took her leave, 

Awaj her palfinej sprung. 

This news struck Bohin to the heart* 

He Can down on the grass. 
His actions and his troubled mind 

Shew*d he perplexed was. 

Where lies jour grief? quoth Will Scadlock, 

O master, tell to me: 
If the damsers eyes have pierc*d your heart, 

111 fetch her back to thee* 

Now nay, now nay, quoth Robin Hood, 

She doth not cause my smart; 
But 'tis the poor distiess*d princess. 

That wounds me to the heart: 

I will go fight the giants all 

To set the lady free. 
The devil take my soul, quoth Little John, 

If I part with thy company. 

Must I stay behind? quoth Will Scadlock, 

No, no, that must not be; 
lie make the third man in the fight 

So we shall be three to three. 

These words cheer'd Robin to the heart, 

Joy shone within his face. 
Within his arms he hugg*d them belli. 

And kindly did imbrace. 
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Quoth he, well put on mothlj gray, 

And long staves in our hands, 
A scrip and bottle bj our sides, 

As come from the holy land. 

So may we pass along the high-way. 

None will ask from whence we came, 
But take us pilgrims for to be, 

Or else some holy men. 

Now they are on their journey gone, 

As fast as they may speed, 
Yet for all haste, ere they arrived. 

The princess forth was led. 

To be deliver d to the prince, 

Who iu the list did stand, 
Prepar'd to fight, or else receive 

His lady by the hand. 

AVith that he walked about the lists, 

With giants by his side : 
Bring forth, said he, you champions. 

Or bring me forth my bride. 

This is the four and twentieth day, 

The day prefixt upon; 
Bring forth my bride, or London bums, 

I swear by Acaron.* 



* AcaroiL This termagant prince seems intended for a sort of 
HAhometan Pagan ; bat Arragon, at least the county of Arragon, was 
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Then cries the king, and queen likewise. 

Both weeping as thej speake, 
Lo! we have brought our daughter dear. 

Whom we are forc*d to forsake. 

With that stept out bold Robin Hood, 

CijB, my liege, it must not be so : 
Such beauty as the Mr princess 

Is not for a tyrant*s mow. 

Bcrer in die hands of the Moon, tnd tfiore has baen a snooeasioa of 
Ckrigtkm Kmgt from the year 1084. Ahoram is a deity formed by 
metathesis from Aloonaa^ a book. This oonTeraion is much more 
andent than the present ballad. Thus, in the old metrical romance 
of J%€ mwdam pfBabj/hfme^ a MS. in the possession of Dr. Fsrmer: 

** Wba labuk herds of this mjMhiaf^ 

AMryman was he, 
Be tnonped his neo to relefB, 

F«r lo eeaat thai tyme meate he, 
Mcradege kinge of Barberye 

He did evjv lo hie feme, 
Mak hcrjed hiai bj rigiktof Saraenye, 

With hfennyfi fire end rich ojneaieole; 
Aod lODge the dir^ of ALKABOar, 

Thmi bHUI i$ ^ktrt Im^e; 
Aod wayled his deih efotyebon. 

Seven ojgbtiB and eercn dajee." 

Here ASkarvm is expressly the name of a book (t e. the Konm or 
Akonm); in the following passage it is that of a OOD: 

* Nov shaO yv here of Laban ; 

Whan tidyngee lo him were eeuMo, 
Tho was he a idle eory man. 

Whan he herds how his Titaile were nomen. 
And howe hb a»n were slayne, 

And Oye was go safe hem froo; 
Be driyed Mmkvmdt, and ^pol^iM, 
Jmbiter, Atiaroi^ and JUontn also.** 

Wynken de Worde printed " A lytell treatyse of the Turkes law 
eaUed Akaron, ftc** See Herbert, 224. It was a proper name in 
the east; as **Accaron princeps insuls Cypri,** b mentioned by 
Roger de Hovedcn, 786. — RiUon. 
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This stroke shall shew a full divorce 
Betwixt thee and thy hride. 

So from his shoulders he*8 cut his head. 

Which on the ground did HeJI, 
And gramhling sore at Robin Hood, 

To be so dealt withal. 

The giants then began to rage 

To see their prince lie dead: 
Thou^s be the next, quoth little John, 

Unless thou well guard thy head. 

With that his feiulchion he whirrd about, 

It was both keen and sharp; 
He cloTc the giant to the belt. 

And cut in twain his heart 

Will Scadlock well had play'd his part, 
The giant he had brought to his knee ; 

Quoth Will, the devil can break his fjast. 
Unless he have you all three. 

So with his faulchion he run him through, 

A deep and gashly wound ; 
Who damn*d and foam'd, curst and blasphemed. 

And then fell to the ground. 

Now all the lists with shouts were fiird. 

The skies they did resound 
Which brought the princess to herself, 

Who had fal n in a swound. 



The king and queen, and pnn 
Came walking to the place, 



, and princess fair. 
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And gave the champions many Uianks, 
And did them further grace. 

Tell me, quoth the king, ^ence you are, 

That thus disguised came, 
Whose valour speaks that nohle hlood 

Doth run through every vein. 

A boon, a boon, quoth Robin Hood, 

On my knees I beg and crave ; 
By my crown, quoth the king, I grant. 

Ask what, and thou shalt have. 

Then pardon I beg for my merry men, 

Wliich are in the green-wood, 
For Little John, and Will Scadlock, 

And for me bold Robin Hood. 

Art thou Robin Hood? then quoth the king, 

For the valour you have shewn, 
Your pardons I do freely grant. 

And welcome every one, 

The princess I promised the victor^s prize. 

She cannot have you all three. 
She shall chuse, quoth Robin. Saith Little John, 

Then little share flEdls to me. 

Then did the princess view all three. 

With a comely lovely grace, 
And took Will Scadlock by the hand. 

Saying, here I make my choice. 

With tliat a noble lord slept forth, 
Of Maxlield earl was he. 
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Who lookt Will Scadlock in Uu fkce. 
And wept moHt tHtterl;. 

Qoodi he, I had ft Kui lika thee, 

Whom I lor'd wondioaa weS\, 
Bat he ■■ gona, or mlher deftda 

HiB name it is jwmg OsmwelL 

Ilwn did Will Scadlook &U on his kneei. 

Cries, lather! &therl here. 
Here kneels joui son, jonr joong Oftmwell, 

Too said you loT'd so dear. 

But, lord ! what imbndng and kissing ms there, 

When all these friends were metl 
Tbej are gone to the wedding, and so to bedding : 

And so I bid jron good night. 

London: printed hj and for W. 0., and to be sold all 
booksellers'. 
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THE JOLLY PINDEK OF WAKEFIELD, 

WtTH WOBtn BOOD, KAXLET, AXD JOBX. 



FsAM an old Uack-letur eopj, in A. ■ Wood'a eoU«etioti, 
mmpwed with t*o other eopiea in Cbe British HuMom, 
oitf in black-letter. It riMold be niBg " To m nuxllcnt 
otBO," which hM not beta neanni. 

Sercnl lines of tUe ballad ue ^guotsd in ttw two M 
flmj9 of the "Downfall' mi "DMth of Reberi earie of 
BatinglMi,' 1001, 4lo. b. L bat eded nuj jtmn befera. 
It ia alao allnded ie in Shalofien'i "Herr; Wivea of 
Wtndnr. act i. wane 1. and eeun. in hie seeoad part of 
ki^ Heo. IT, Mt v, hmb t. In Mil eertain " balUta ' 
arc enteim) oa the books of the Statiooen* CaiB|anj " to 
JahB Wallje end Mn. Toye.' one of which is entitM 
~Of Wakefylde and a greeoe;" "—"■"g apfareotlj tlw 
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XIU. 
TBB JOU.T PmMEE OP WAKBPIKLD. 



19 Wakefidd then Ihm a jdlj piiid^,* 

In Wakefidtd all on a green. 

In WakeAdd all on a green; 
There is neidier kni^ nor squire, said the pind^r. 

Nor baron thai is so bold. 

Nor baron that is so bold. 
Dare make a trespass to the town of Wakefield, 

Bat his pledge goes to the pinfold, Ac. 

All this beheard three wighty yeoman, f 
Twas Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John 4 

With that they espy'd the jolly pind^r. 
As he sat under a thorn. 

Now torn again, turn again, said the pind^r, 

For a wrong way you have gone ; 
For yon have forsaken the king s highway, 

And made a path over the com. 

* Formeriy writtoi pinnar, ie. one who takm out of cattle in the 
poond. **Fjman or CBpoonder of cattel;" Inclaaor. — Howlett's 

AoeoedMiMa. ^—Apwl 

t In to efitioo wmoog the Bozbuigh bellids, the Editor finds 
* wight yeomen," instead of witty yoong men; a fir preferable reed- 
ing; wight, being the Sexon for actiYe, swift, " of hem that ben de- 
iiTcr and wight.'*~am/. ^m. 177 b. 

X In Shakspere*t Henry IV, part ii, the concluding line, before the 
eommand ''to carry Blaster Silence to bed," Falstaff hams a scrap 
taken from this ballad. 
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r> that were a shame, said jolly llobin. 

We being tliree, and thou but one. 
The pinder leapt back then thirty good foot, 

Twas thirty good foot and one. 

He leaned his bttck fast onto a thorn, 

And his foot against a stone. 
And there he fought a long summer's day, 

A summer's day so long. 
Till that their swoids on their broad bucklers, 

Were broke fast into their hands. 

Hold thy hand, hold thy hand, said bold Robin Hood, 

And my merry men stand aside ; 
For this is one of the best pinders,* 

That with sword ever I tryed. 

And wilt thou forsake thy pinder^s craft. 

And go to the greenwood with me? 
Thou shalt have a livery tvnce in the year, 

Th' one greene, 'Uther brown shall be.f 

Then lie take my blew blade all in my hand, 
And plod to the green-wood with thee. 

Hast thou either meat or drink, said Robin Hood, 
For my merry men and me? 

* This is the readiDg in one bkck-leiter copy that has come under 
the Editor^s notioe, instead of 

** For Uiis it one of the best pindcn 
That evrr I tried with sword." 

t In the black-letter ballad last alluded to, these lines arc certainly 

an improvement upon the following in liitson's edition : — 

" At Michafflmas next my covenant comes out. 
When evvTj mau gathers his fi^." 
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I have both bread and beef, said the pind^r, 

And good ale of the best 
And that is meat good enough, said Robin Hood, 

For such unbidden guest 

wilt thou forsake the pinder his craft. 
And go to the green-wood with me; 

Thou shalt have a liTOiy twice in the year. 
The one green, the other brown. 

If Michaelmas day was come and gone, 
And my roaster had paid me my fee, 

Then would I set as little by him. 
As my master doth by me. 








nOBIN HOOD AND THE BISHOP. 



Shewing how Robin Hood went to an old woman's 
hous« and changed cloatha with her to scape from tiie 
bishop; and how he robbed the bishop of all his gold, and 
nuule him sing a mass. To the tune of Robin Hood and 
tfae Stnnger. From an old black-letter copy in the col- 
lection of Anthony a Wood. — Eitaon. 

Compared by the Editor with one in tbe Roxburgh 
CoUection. 
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XIV. 

IMiDlN HOOD AND THE BISHOP. 



Come, gentlemen all, and listen awhile* 

Hey down, down, an a down. 

And a story lie to yon onfold; 
He tell yon how Bobin Hood served the bishop. 

When he robb'd him of his gold. 

As it fell out on a sun-shining day, 

When PhoDbus was in his prime, 
Bold Kobin Hood, that archer good, 

In mirth would spend some time. 

And as he walk*d the forrest along. 

Some pastime for to spy. 
There was he aware of a proud bishop. 

And all his company. 

O what shall I do, said Robin Hood Uicn, 

If the bishop he doth take me? 
No mercy hel show unto me, I know. 

But hanged I shall be. 

Then Robin was stout, and tum*d him alK>at, 
And a little house there did be spy ; 

And to AH old ^ifo, to siivf his life, 
lie aloud l>ogan to crv. 
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Whj, who trt thou? nid the old tnmuuu 

Gome tell it to me for good. 
I am an oqfc*kw, as manj do know, 

My none it ii Bobiii Hood; 

And joiider^ the bidiop tad eD Ue men. 

And if tlMt I taken be, 
Then day and night hel HQik nqr ^if^ 

And iMngM I shall be. 

If tim be IfaAin Hood, aaid dw eU immin, 

As then doet aeem to be, 
lie for thee pronde, and thee I inH hide. 

From the Inshop and his ecnnpai^. 

For I remember one Satordaj night, 
Thoa brought me both shoes and hose; 

Therefore He proTide thj person to hide. 
And keep thee firom thy foes. 

Then giTo me soon thy coat of grey. 

And take thou my mantle of green; 
Thy spindle and twine mito me resign, 

And take thou my arrows so keen. 

And when Robin Hood was thus anmid. 

He went stmight to his company, 
Vnih hia spindle and twine, he oft lookt behind 

For the bishop and his company. 

O who is yonder, quoth Little John, 

That now comes over the lee? 
An arrow at her I will let flie, 

So like an old witch looks she. 




ROBIN HOOD AND THE BUTCHER 



From an old black-letter copy in tbe colloction nf 
AiithonT a Wood. The tune is, " Bobin Hood nnd the 
Beggar," A copy of this BalUd is also in the Rojal Col- 
lection in the British Museum. 



XV. 

ROBIN HOOD AND THE BUTCHER. 

CoHE, all you brave gallants, and listen awhile, 

With hey down, down, an a doini, 

That oro in this bower within; 
For of Robin Hood, that archer good, 

A song I init'nd ki sing. 
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I'fMm a time it chuiced m, 

IMd Robin in the forreat did *tpj, 
A joUj biitdi^r. with a bonny fine mare. 

With hia fieah to the market did hye. 



Good flMWTOv, good follow, aaid jolly Robin, 
What food beat thon, teU nnto me? 

Thy trade to me tell, and where thou dost dwell, 
For I like well thy company. 

The batcher he anawer'd jolly Robin, 

No matter where I dwell; 
For a butcher I am, and to Nottingham 

I am going, my flesh to sell. 

Uluit's the price of thy flesh? said jolly Robin, 

i *ome i#-ll it soon onto me ; 
And \l\e price of thy mare, be she neror so dear. 

For a butcher foin would 1 be. 

Thr price of my flesh, the butcher reply 'd, 

I soon will tell onto thee ; 
With mr bonny mare, and they are not dear. 

Four mark thou must giro unto me. 

Four mark 1 will gire thee, aaitli jolly Robin, 

Four mark it shall lie thy fee; 
Th«* money come count, and let me mount. 

For a butcher I foin would be. 

Now Roliin he is to Nottingliam pm^, 

HiH Imichfr't tnuif* Ui liejpn; 
With paiil iiitt-nt to the shi-riiT In* wffiit. 

And then* li** tiiok up lii«» inru* 

▼liL II. \ 



154 ROBIK HOOD 

When other butchers did open their meat, 

Bold Robin he then begun; 
But how for to sell he knew not well. 

For a butcher he was but young. 

When other butchers no meat could sell 

Bobin got both gold and fee; 
For he sold more meat for one pen j 

Than others could do for three. 

But when he sold his meat so fiist, 
Xo butcher by him could thrive; 

For he sold more meat for one penj 
Than others could do for five. 

Which made the butchers of Nottingham 

To study as they did stand. 
Saying, surely he was some prodigal. 

That hath sold his father*s land. 

The butchers stepped to jolly Robin, 

Acquainted with him for to be; 
Come, brother, one said, we be all of one trade. 

Come, will you go dine with me? 

Accurst of his heart, said jolly Robin, 

That a butcher will deny; 
I wiU go with you, my brethren true, 

And as fiftst as I can hie. 

But when to the sherifTs house they came. 

To dinner they liiod ajMire, 
Ami Kol>in limiil he tlic man must W 

l>eforc them all to sjiy gnice. 
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Pray God bless us all, said jolly Ilobin, 

And our meat within this place ; 
A cup of sack so good will nourish our blood: 

And 80 do I end mj grace. 

Come fill us more wine, said joU j Bobin, 

Let us be merry while we do stay; 
For wine and good cheer, be it never so dear, 

I vow I the reckoning will pay. 

Come, brothers, be merry, said jolly Robin, 

Let us drink, and never give ore; 
For the shot I will pay, ere I go my way. 

If it cost me five pounds and more. 

Tliis is a mad blade, the butchers then said, 

Saies the sheriff, he is some prodigal, 
That some land hath sold for silver and gold. 

And now he doth mean to spend all. 

Hast thou any horn beasts, Che sheriff replied. 

Good fellow, to sell unto me ; 
" Yes, that I have, good master sheriff, 

I have hundreds two or three. 

And a hundred aker of good free land. 

If you please it to see: 
And He make you as good assurance of it, 

As ever my father made me/* 

The sheriff he saddled his good palfrey. 
And, with three hundred pound in gold, 

Ai^*ay he went \vith bold Ilobin 1I(>0<1, 
His liomed beasts to behold. 
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Away then the sheriff and llobin did ride, 

To the forrest of merry Sherwood, 
Then the sheriff did say, God bless us this day, 

From a man they call Robin Hood! 

But when a little fiulher they came. 

Bold Robin he chanced to spy 
A hundred head of good red deer. 

Come tripping the sheriff full nigh. 

" How like you my hom*d beasts, good master sheriff? 

They be fat and fiiir for to see.** 
"I tell thee, good fellow, I would I were gone. 

For I like not thy company.** 

Then Robin set his horn to his mouth. 

And blew but blasts three; 
Then quickly anon there came Little John, 

And all his company. 

What is your will, master? then said Little John, 
Good master come tell unto me ; 
•* I have brought hither the sheriff of Nottingham 
This day to dine with thee.** 

He is welcome to me, then said Little John, 

I hope he will honestly pay ; 
I know he has gold, if it be but well told. 

Will serve us to drink a whole day. 

Then Robin took his mantle from his back. 

And laid it upon the ground : 
And out of the sheriffs portmantle 

He lolJ tlirec hundred pound. 



Then Bulnn brou^t him thraugfa tlie wood, 
And sM him on hia diqiple gnqr; 

" O hare mo ommendad lo jour wife it bom 
So Bobin «Mt *— tf-i-fl KWH> 





ROBIN HOODS RPSCUING WILL STIJTLY. 



Fbom an old bUck-letter copy in the collection of Antbony 
a Wood. The fiill title is: "Robin Hood his resriiiag 
Will Stutlv from the sheriff and his men, who had taken 
bim prisoner, an<t was going (o bang him. To the tune of 
Robin Hood and Queen Katberine." Compared with the 
Roxbut^gh copy bj the Editor. 
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XVI. 

RtSVUING 1 



IM. : 



Wrek Robin Hood in the green wood liv'd. 
Deny, deny down. 
Under the green wood tree. 
Tidings therp came to him with speed. 
Tidings fur (■erlaintv. 

Hej (tunn, dcrrj', deiry, Joivii, 



r.'iHiN H(jt»i)> iir.MriNr, wii.i. ^1|■1I,^ 

That Will Study suq)rised was. 

And eke in prison lay ; 
Three TBuiets that the sheriff had hired, 

Did likety him hetraj ; 

Aye, and to-morzow hanged most he. 
To-morrow as soon as it is day; 

Before they could this victory get. 
Two of them would Stutly slay. 

When Bobin Hood he heard this news. 
Lord? it did grieye him sore; 

And to his merry men he said, 
(Who altogether swore) 

That Will StaUy should rescued be. 

And be brooght back again ; 
Or else should many a gallant wight 

For his sake there be slain. 

He cloathed himself in scarlet then. 

His men were all in green; 
A finer shew, throughout the world. 

In no place could be seen. 

Good lord ! it was a gallant sight 

To see them all on a row; 
With every man a good broad sword. 

And eke a good yew bow. 

Forth of the green wood are they gone. 

Yea all courageously. 
Resolving to bring Stutly home. 

Or every man to die. 
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And wheD they came to the castle neer. 

Whereas Will Stutly lay, 
I hold it good, saith Robin Hood, 

We here in ambush stay. 

And send one Ibrdi some news to hear. 

To yonder palmer^ fiur. 
That stands onder the castle wall. 

Some news he may dedare. 

With that st^ forth a braye yoong man. 

Which was of courage bold. 
Thus he did say to the old man, 

I pray thee, palmer old. 

Tell me, if that thou rightly ken, 

WTien must Will Stutly die, 
Who is one of bold Robin's men. 

And here doth prisoner lie? 

Alack ! alass ! the palmer said. 

And for ever wo is me ! 
Will Stutly hanged will be this day. 

On yonder gallows tree. 

O had his noble master known, 

He would some succour send ; 
A few of his bold veomandree 

Full soon would fetch him hence. 

* A pabmer wts, properly, a pilgrim who bad visited the Holy 
Land, from the palm-branch or cross which he bore as a sign of such 
visitation: but it is probable that the distinction between po/oirrfl and 
otlier pilgriwks was never much attended to in this country. (See 
•* Robin Hood and the Slranper," Hrst stanza, p. 73.) The palm(^r 
in the text seems to be r»o mon? than a common bopgar. 



UOBIM HOODS KESCUINC. WilX STUTLY. Idl 

Ay, that is true, the young man said ; 

Ay, that is true, said he ; 
Or, if they were near this place. 

They soon would set him free. 

But fiure thou well, thou good old man. 

Farewell, and thanks to thee; 
If Stutly hanged be this day, 

Reveng*d his death will be. 

No sooner hee was from the palmer gone. 

But the gates were opened wide. 
And out of the castle Will Stutly came. 

Guarded on every side. 

When hee was forth of the castle come. 

And saw no help was nigh. 
Thus he did say unto the sheriff. 

Thus he said gallantly: 

Now seeing that I needs must die. 

Grant me one boon, said he. 
For my noble master nere had a man. 

That yet was hang*d on tree. 

Give me a sword all in my hand. 

And let mee be unbound. 
And with thee and thy men He fight. 

Till I lie dead on the ground. 

But this desire he would not grant. 

His wishes were in vain; 
For the sheriff swore he hanged should l>e. 

And not hy the s>vord be slain. 
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Do )»ut uiiliind my liands, he saies, 

1 uill no wcajions crave. 
And if I lianged be this day. 

Damnation let me have. 

no, O no, the sheriff said. 
Thou slialt on the gallows die, 

Ay, and so shall tliy master too. 
If ever in me it lie. 

O, dastard coward ! Stutly cries, 

Faint-hearted pesant slave ! 
If I'ver mv master do tliee meet, 

Tht»u shalt tliy pairaent liave. 

Mv UitUhi master thee doth scorn, 

Ami all thy cowardly crew ; 
Surli silly imps unable are 

Bold Robin to subdue. 

Hut when he was to the gallows come, 

And ready to bid adiew, 
Out of a bush lea])s Little John, 

Ami goes Will Stutly to: 

** I pray thee. Will, before thou die. 
Of thy dear friends take leave ; 

1 needs must borrow him a while, 

lluw say you, master shrieve ?" 

Now, as I live, the sheriff said, 

Tliat varlot will T know; 
Sniiif stunly toIk'U ib. that same, 

Therefore let him not go. 
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Away cut Stutlj's bands, 
And from one of the sheriff men, 
A sword twicht from his hands. 

" Here, Will Stutly, take this same, 

Then canst it hotter sway; 
And here defend thyself awhile. 

For aid will come straightway.** 

And there they turned them back to iMick, 
In the midst of them that day. 

Till Ilobiu Hood approached near, 
With many an archer gay. 

With that an arrow from them Hew, 

I wist from Robin Hood ; 
Make haste, make haste, the sherifT he said, 

Make haste, for it is not good. 

The sheriff b gon ; his doughty men 

Thought it no boot to stay. 
But as their master had them tauglit, 

They run full fast away. 

O stay, O stay. Will Stutly said, 

Take leave ere you depart; 
You neere will catch bold Robin Hood, 

Unless you dare him meet. 

O ill betide you, quoth Robin Hood. 

That you so soon are gone ; 
My sword may in the scabbard rest. 

For here our work is done. 
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ROBIN HOOD AND THE BEGGAR: 

Shewing how Robin Hood and the Beggar fought, and how 
be changed cloaths with the Beggar, and how he went a 
begging to Nottinghain: and how he saved three brethren 
froin being hang'd Tor stealing of the king's deer. To 
the tune of Rohin Hood and the Stmnger. 

Frou an old black-lett«r copy in the collection of 
Anthony a Wood, compared with the Roxburgh copy. 

The Editor was unwilUng to add any more to the sixteen 
ballads which composed the first edition of the garland, by 
the insertion of another version of Robin Hood and the 
Beggar, which appears in the first volume of Ritson, and 
which will l>e found in a subsequent page of this volume. 
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XVII. 

BOBIN HOOD AND THE BEGOAU. 



Come light and listen, you gentlemen all, 

Hej down, down, an a down. 

That mirth do Ioto for to hear. 
And a stoiy Uue Ik tell nnto you. 

If that you will hut draw near. 

In elder times, when merriment was. 

And archery was holden good, 
There was an outlaw as many did know, 

Which men called Robin Hood. 

Upon a time it chanced so. 

Bold Robin was merry disposed. 
His time to spend he did intend, 

Either with friend or foe. 

Then he got upon a gallant fine steed, 
The which was worth angels* ten. 

With a mantle of green, most brave to be seen, 
He left all his merry men. 

And riding towards Nottingham, 

Some pastime for to spy. 
There was he aware of a jolly l>eggar. 

As ere he beheld with his eye. 

• I*iect»s of jroUl coin, value ten shilHn«^s. 
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An old patcb'd coat the beggar had on, 

Which he daily did use to wear; 
And many a bag about him did wag. 

Which made Robin to him repair. 

God speed, God speed, said Robin Hood, 

What countryman? tell unto me. 
*' I am Yorkshire, sir, but ere you go fiur, 

Some charity give unto me/* 

\yhj, what wouldst thou have? said Robin Hoo<l, 

I pray thee tell unto me. 
No lands nor livings, the beggar he said, 

But a penny for chantie. 

1 liave no money, said Robin Hood then, 

But a ranger within the wood ; 
I am an outlaw, as many do know. 

My name it is Robin Hood. 

Dut yet I must tell thee, bonny beggar. 

That a bout with thee I must try ; 
Thy coat of gray, lay down I say, 

And my mantle of green shall lye by. 

Cc»ntent, content, the beggar he cry*d. 

Thy part it will be the worse; 
For I hope this bout to give thee the rout. 

And then have at thy purse. 

The beggar he had a mickle long staffe, 

Robin had a nut-brown sword ; 
So the l>eggar drew nigh, and at Robin let H y. 

But gave him never a woixl. 
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Rthm Hflod then. 



TllT 



V m diui|^« ciied Boln Hood« 
and coat gi^e ae; 

Ue of mine Il« to tkee resagu, 
and mj bfrnfYfje. 



When KMn hftd 90C Uw Wf i gM 'S do«dis» 

He looked nMmd aboot ; 
Mechuiks, said he, I seem to be 

A beggar bniie and stooc^ 

For now I have a bag ior mr bread. 

So have I anolber for 00m ; 
I have one for salt, and anolher ibr mall. 

And one for mr little horn. 



* TW epitbec ia the old 
'^vafiaaL*' 1 believe the earbesC 
ia the crigiBal latin it is ** 



that relates to beggars, was 
i« in 23 Edv. UL di. 1, while 
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Aiul now I will a begging goe, 

Some charitie for to find. 
And if any more of Robin you'll know. 

In the second part it*8 behind. 



[thk second part.) 



Now liobin he is to Nottingham gone, 

Hey down, down, an a down, 

With his l)ag hanging do^n to his knee. 
His staff, and his coat, scarce worth a groat. 

Yet merrihe passed he. 

As Robin he (lass^d the streets along. 

He heard a pittiful ciy; 
Three brethren dear, as he did hear. 

Condemned were to dye. 

Then Robin he highed to the sheriffs. 

Some reliefe for to seek ; 
He skipt, and he leapt, and caper'd fidl liigh, 

As he went along the street 

But when to the sheriff's doore he came. 
He met a gentleman fine and brave. 

Thou beggar, said he, come tell auto ui«* 
What is it thou wouldest have. 
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O. hM yaar poHnu mai Beim Hvni tbi 


• • • 


TWb EiiiB ^ sec bk bon 1» bk Bovd 


ABi W I4rv «in likMs dmp^ 


IiB m Iniicia Wi mkm Inm 


Cmk k3M<in|[ ^owB to kk kaee. 


mi is TOT miBL iiiim 1 ? tbey m^ 


We MIT here at jxnr awwiMPd 


Sbool eftsc, shout vwc aud Boln Hood 


And see too sfure no mu. 



Then thej shot east, then ther shot west. 

Their uroira were so keen; 
The sheriffs he, and his oompanie. 

No longer most be seen. 



Then he slept to those brethren three. 

And away be has them tane; 
The sherifTe was crost, and many a man lost, 

Tbat deati lay on the plain. 



AND THK HKOliAH. 

And B«-my they weul into the merrr green wood. 

And sung witli a merry glee ; 
Then Robin Hood took these brethren good 

To be of his yeonutndrie. 

Priatod Ibr F. CdM, T. Vera, mod J. WrigbL 
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ROBIN HOOD AND QUEEN KATHERINE. 



Fbom u) oM black-letter copy in a private collection, com- 
pared with another in that of Anthony a Wood. The full 
title is : " Benoivned Robin Hood ; or, his fiiinous archery 
truly related in the %'orthy exploits he acted before queen 
Kfltherine, be being an outlaw nun ; and how he obtained 
his oirn and his fellows pardon. To a new tune." 

It is scarcely worth observing tliat there was no queen 
consort named KAtherine before Henry the Fifth's time : 
bat as Ueniy the Eighth had no less than three wires so 
called, the name would be sufficiently familiar to our baJUd- 
maker. — RilMon. The copy in the Roxburgh Collection, 
with which this has been compared, is divided into two parta, 
the second commencing with the 75th stanza, " What is the 
wager? said the Queen;" and from this copy the editor has 
made several emendations or corrections. 



i.>f>Bi!( ROOD An» «vrr?c katheri^l IT'S 



XVIII 
mnsts Hoor» a3(P QrEF> k.^therink. 



Gold tMie from the kings kiArbtfiigen», 

lk»vne. a dowm-. a «ioviie, 
Aa •i»li|i»m^- hath k»eene seene. 

Dovne, a downe. a downe. 
And carried I>t Uild Hi>liin Hood 
For « pn^«^nl %** the queene. 

Ilowne. A df>wne. a down«-. 

If that I hTe a reare to an end. 

Hius diil qiHriu* Kathenne say. 
Bold IU»kiin Howi. I will he thy fnend. 

And rill thv veomeu tfav. 

The ()iir**ni' in to her rhamlier ffone. 

As Cut us* shf «-iiii »«'n ; 
She calls unto lirr lovt'ly fw^e. 

His name wii> Kirhanl Patrington. 

Come thou hither tn mee, thou l«»vely pa^. 

Come tliou hither U> luee ; 
For thou must pent tn Nnttingliam, 

As fiwt as thou ran dree : 

And as thou goe»t to Ni>ttinghani. 

Seanrh all tlie Kiiglisli wcmmI. 
Riiquiri* of one ^(hkI yeoman or HnotlnT. 

Tliat run t«'ll tht*f nf Kohiii IIimmI. 
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Sometimes he went, sometimes he rati, 

As £ELSt as he could win ; 
And ¥rhen he came to Nottingham, 

There he tooke up his inn. 

And when he came to Nottingham, 

And had tooke up his inne. 
He calls for a pottle of Bhenish wine, 

And dranke a health to his queene. 

There sate a yeoman by his side, 
Tell mee, sweet page, tell me. 

What is thy businesse and thy cause. 
So far in the north oountrey ? 

This is my businesse and the cause. 

Sir, lie tell it you for good. 
To enquire of one good yeoman or another. 

To tell mee of Robin Hood. 

lie get my horse betimes in the mome. 

Be it by break of day, 
And I will shew thee bold Robin Hood, 

And all his yeomen gay. 

When that he came at Robin Hood*s place. 

He fell down on his knee; 
" Queen Katherine she doth greet you well. 

She greets you well by me; 

She bids you post to fair London court. 

Not fearing any thing: 
For there shall be a little sport. 

And she hath sent you her ring." 
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Robin Hood tooke his mantle from his back. 

It was of the Lincolne greene, 
And sent it by this lovely page, 

For a present unto the queene. 

In summer time, when leaves grow green, 

Twas a seemely sight to see. 
How Robin Hood himselfe had drest, 
' And all his yeomandiy. 

He clothed his men in Lincolne greene. 

And himselfe in scarlet red; 
Black hats, white feathers, all alike, 

Now bold Robin Hood is rid : 

And when he came at London's court. 

He fell downe on his knee. 
Thou art welcome, Locksly, said the queen, 

And all thy good yeomandree. 

The king is into Finsbury field,* 
Marching in battle ray,f 



* Groand nemr Mooriields, London, famous in old times for the 
mitherj practised there. " In the year 1498," says Stow, ** all the 
gardens which had continued time out of minde, without Mooregate, 
to wit, about and beyond the lordship of Fensberry, were destroyed. 
And of th«m was made a plaine field for archers to shoote in." 
Sonray of London, 1598, p. 351. See also p. 77, where it is observed 
tiiat ** about the feast of S. Bartlemew ... the officers of the city . . . 
were challengers of all men in the suburbes, . . . before the lord maior, 
aldermen, and sheriffes, in Fensbert fklde, to shoote the standsrde, 
broade arrow « and flight, for games." There is a tract entitled, 
•• Ayme for Finsburie archers, or an alphabetical table of the names 
of every marke within the same fields, with the true distances, both 
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And after follons bold Roliiii Hood, 
And all his yeomen gaj. 



Come hither, Tepos, said the 

Bow-bearer after me; 
Gome measure me oat with this line. 

How long our mark most be. 



[the sbcond part.J 

What is the wa^/er? said the queene. 
That must I now know here. 

*" Three hundred tun of Rhenish wine, 
Three hundred tun of beere ; 



bj the map, and dimensoration with the fine. Pablisbed for the 
of the f Idlfbll, and behoofe of the yoonge beginnen in the famoot 
ezoercise of archerie, bv J. J. and KB. To be aold at the ngne of 
the Swan in Grab-street, by F. Sergeant, 1594. 16mo. BepabHabed 
by & F. 1604; and again by James PUtridge, 1628. 12nio. 

The practioe of shooting here is alluded to by Cotton, in his 
VvsOe iragtatk; (&. iT.) 1667: 



" And arrow* looa'd fron Grab ■ Uwl bow, 
** la FuitBUKr, to him art ■low;" 

and b said to hare oontinoed till within the memory of persons now 
firing. These fiunons archers are also mentioned bj Ben Jonson, in 
Evtrp aoa m kU kmmomr (act i, scene 1): ** Because I dwell at 
Hogsden, I shall keep company with none but fAeorcAert of Fmtbmry,** 
f BattU ray. Battle array. The same expression occurs in ** The 
tragical] historj of Didsco and Violenta,** 1667: 

" To trmvme forth his grouode, to flmot 
Hb troupe* in batafU r«y. " 
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Three hundred of the fiftttest harts 

That ruD on Dallom lee.'* 
That's a princely ^mger, said the king. 

That needs must I tell thee. 

With that bespake one Clifton then, 

Full quickly and ftdl soone : 
Measure no markes for us, most soveraigne liege, 

Weel shoot at sun and moone. 

*' Ful fifteene score your marice shall be, 

Ful fifteene score shall stand.*' 
Ill lay my bow, said Clifton then, 

111 cleave the willow wand. 

With that the king's archers led about, 

While it was three, or none ; 
With that the ladies began to shout, 

'* Madam, your game is gone." 

A boone, a boone, queen Katherine cries, 

I crave it on m j bare knee ; 
Is there any knight of your privy counsel 

Of queen Katherine's part will be? 

Come hither to mee, sir Richard Lee, 

Thou art a knight full good ; 
For I do knows by thy pedigiW 

Thou sprung'st from Gower's blood. 

Come hither to me, thou bishop of Hereford ; 

For a noble priest was hee. 
By my silver miter, said the bishop then, 

He not bet one peny. 
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The king hath arcben of bis own. 

Full ready and full n^U 
And these be Btrangera every one. 

No man knowes what they bi^t. 

What wilt tboo bet? aaid Robin Hood, 
Tboa seest oar game the wane. 

By my salver miter, said tbe Uahop then. 
All the money within my parse. 

What is in thy parse? asid BobiB Hood, 
Throw it downe on the gioand. 

Fifteen score nobles, said the bishop then; 
It*8 neere an hundred poand. 

Robin Hood took his bagge from his side. 
And threw it downe on the greene; 

William Scadlocke then went smiling away, 
^ I know who this money must win.*' 

Witb that the king's archers led about, 
^\liile it was three and three; 

With that the ladies gave a shout, 
" Woodcock, beware thy knee!" 

It is three and three, now, said the king. 

The next three pay lor all. 
Robin Hood went and whisper'd the queen. 

The king's part shall be but small. 

Robin Hood bee led about, 

Hee shot it under hand; 
.\nd Clifton with a bearing arrow, 

lice clave the willow wand. 



AND QUEEN KATHERINE. 179 

And little Midge, the miller's son, 

lie shot not much the worse ; 
He shot within a finger of the prick : 

" Now, bishop, beware thy purse!" 

A boone, a boone, queen Katherine cries, 

I craye that on my bare knee, 
That you will angry be with none 

That are of my partie. 

They shall have forty dales to come, 

And forty dales to goe. 
And three times forty to sport and play; 

Then welcome friend or foe. 

Thou art welcome, Robin Hood, said the quecne, 

And so is Little John, 
And so is Midge, the miller's son ; 

Thrice welcome every one. 

Is this Robin Hood? now said the king ; 

For it was told to me 
That he was slain in the palace gates. 

So £ELr in the north country. 

Is this Robin Hood? quoth the bishop then. 

As I see well to be : 
Had I knowne that had been that bold outlaw, 

I would not have bet one peny. 

Hee tooke me late one Saturday night, 

And bound me fast to a tree, 
And made me sing a masse, God wot. 

To him and his veomandrer 



} BOBIK UOOI). 

What, ui if I did, Mues Rolun Hood, 

Of that masse I msfaine; 
For recompenoe to thee, he Hiea, 

Here's haUs (hy gold againe. 

Now naj, DOW nay, aaies litUe John,' 

Haater. that "hall not be; 
We must give gifts to the king^ offieAn;- 

That gold will serre tfaee and mee. 

Frintod it Loadoo, tot FMneii Qiwra. 



Vm\ lWm*^wO 




ROBIN HOOD AND THE TANNER; 

OK, RODIN HOOD MET WITH UJB HATCH. 

A men; and pleasuit song relating the giJlant and fierce 
eamhate fought between Arthur Bland, a tanner of 
Nottingham, and Robin Hood, the greatest and moet 
noblest aicher of England. Tone is, Robin Hood and 
the Stranger. From an old black-letter copy in the col- 
lection of Anthonj a Wood. 



Therk is an excellent ballad in " Percy's Reliques," vol. ii. 
p. 91, called "King Edmrd the Fouith and the Tanner 
of Tamworth"; in which allosion is made to some of the 
localities in the Robin Hood ballads, but not BofiBcient to 
consdtnte, as the Editor coneeiTes, a right of admission 
into this collection. The tale and incidents are totally 
distinct from tliis ballad of Robin Hood and tho Tanner of 
Nottingham. 
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XDC. 

ROBDI HOOD AMD THB TAMVBB. 



In NoCdoi^itm there Ims a jolly taante. 

With a hej down, dofnii« a down, down, 

Hk mme is AitiinrarBland;* 
There is nere a squire in Nottinghamshire 

Dire bid bdd Arthur stand. 

With a long pike-staff upon his shoulder, 

So well he can clear his way; 
By two and by three he makes them to flee. 

For he hath no list to stay. 

And as he went forth, in a summer's morning. 
Into the forrest of meny Sherwood, 

To new the red deer, that range here and there. 
There met he with bold Robin Hood« 



* Arthvr-m-Bbuid, the tanner of NottinghtiB, hjs out of our 
beOad oooimentaton, wm a wild unaetlled hd, and lo««d the hide 
better when roogfa and warm on the bull's baiok, than m his own tan 
pit, and in a lair way of becoming soles and oppers for boots and 
shoes. In his day there was no settled work for a tanner; hnsband- 
BMn tanned the leather of their own shoes and horse fianinre in a 
way which seienoe would soom now, bat tough withal and wearaUe ; 
and this, per h a p s, indooed honest Arthur to think more of Bamesdale 
Wood and his cousin Little John than of toiling with raw hides in 
an unaaroury solution of oak bark and ditch water. In this unset- 
tled state of mind, and with a reputation for a broil, he walked into 
the forest prepared alike for mij>chicf or mirth, careless whether he 
met with a dun-deer or an armed outlaw. In colours suited to his 
character the ballad writer has admirably sketched him. 



AUD THE TAKNBB. 183 

As soon as bold Robin did him espy. 
He thought some sport he would make, 

Therefore out of hand he bid him to stand, 
And thus to him he spake: 

Vnxj, what art thou, thou bold fellow. 

That ranges so boldly here? 
In sooth, to be briet thou lookat like a thief. 

That comes to steal our king's deer. 

For I am a keeper in this fnriest, 

The king puts me in trust 
To look to his deer, that range here and there; 

Therefore stay thee I must. 

*' If thou beest a keeper in this forrest, 

And hast such a great command, 
Yet thou must have more partakers* in store. 

Before thou make me to stand.** 

*' Nay, I have no more partakers in store. 

Or any that I do not need; 
But I have a staff of another oke graff,t 

I know it will do the deed. 

For thy sword and thy bow I care not a straw, 

Nor all thine arrows to boot; 
If I get a knopi upon the bare 8cop,§ 

Thou canst as well — as shoote.*' 



* Ajfliiteota, persoDB to Uke thy part. 
I Oak-branch or sapling. 

X The koob^ the top or end of a stick ; thence applied to a blow 
rith a stick. § Scalp, pate. 
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Speak cleanly, good fellow, said jolly Robin, 

And give better tenns to me; 
Else He thee correct for thy neglect. 

And make thee more mannerly. 

Many gep with a wenitmi* quod Artfanr«-Blaiid, 

Art thou soch a goodly man? 
I care not a fig for thy looking so big, 

Mend thoa thyself irbete thoa can. 

Then Robin Hood he unbuckled his belt, 

And laid down his bow so long; 
He took up a staff of another oke graff. 

That was both stiff and strong. 



* Many ^tp wilk a wemtm. [Mr. BitMn has left this endamfttioo 
•s A query, nor can we nttsfiKStorily explain iL Many ia the oor- 
nipdon of the oath ** By St. Mary;" of gq>, we know not the mean- 
ing: it may be a eootractioo oi go mp^ at gtt mp^ nhkh, appaara 
not mifikely, as Manf eomg tp haa been a oommon azolaiBatioo, 
and oontinneB yet in use; and both phraaea are eqidTalent to 
Awayl Ontwithyonl atillfiuniUarterma. IFcnjon, or aBoami aa it ia 
more eonmonly written, ia not to be Ibond in any of the old dieCioQ- 
aiiei, and ite exaet meaning ia nnoectain: it aeena to be deriTed 
cither from the Angto-Sazon mdhhi^ detriment, or lamaa, to da- 
pkNte, to decreaae, to fidl away, and to be eqaiTaknt to ham, eril or 
aorrow; and the whole phraae to reeolTe itaelf into a hearty cuaa. — 

'^ With a wamnon." A kind of execration. It oocnrs in aevenl 

oldplaja: — 

** Look kow thoa ■l limC iKwr; CO— away, or 
111 fetch tboe with a I 



r he poti his head with a w mm mk m o eookold U, 
If hi* honw be forth, the deril'e oomponion." — B, J<m§om*$ Dtvil it om Jm, 



** U here any work for Groee, with « wt n tdom to her.*' 

Awmiporre CUif Nifkiemp. 



AN1> in I. iASNKK IS.'l 



\ U' yiekl to lliy \VL'a|K)n, said jolly Kohiii, 
Since thou wilt not yield to mine ; 

For I have a staff of another oke graff, 
Not half a foot longer then thine. 



Bat let me meaauie, said jolly Robin, 

Before we begin our fray; 
For lie not have mine to be longer than thine. 

For that will be counted foul play. 

I pass not for length, bold Arthur reply *d. 

My staff is of oke so free ; 
Eight foot and a lialf, it will knock down a calf, 

And I hope it will knock down thee. 

Then Robin could no longer forbear, 

He gave him such a knock. 
Quickly and soon the blood came down, 

Before it was ten a clock. 

Then Arthur he soon recovered himself. 
And gave him such a knock on the crown. 

That from every side of bold Robin Hood's head. 
The blood came trickling down. 

Then Robin raged like a wild boar. 

As soon as he saw his own blood : 
Then Bland was in hast he laid on so fast. 

As thou^ he had been cleaving of wood. 

And about, and about, and about they went. 

Like two wild bores in a chase ; 
Striving to aim each other to maim. 

Leg, arm, or any other place. 
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And knock for knock they lustily dealt. 
Which held for two hours and more; 

That all the wood rang at every bang. 
They ply*d their work so sore. 

Hold thy hand, hold thy hand, said Robin Hood, 

And let thy quarrel fidl; 
For here we may thrnsh our bones all to mesh. 

And get no coyn at all: 

And in the forrest qI[ meny Sherwood 

Hereafter thou shalt be free. 
" God-a-mercy for nought, my freedom I bought, 

I may thank my staff, and not thee.*' 

What tradesman art thou? said jolly Robin, 

Good fellow, I prethee me show: 
And also me tell, in what place thou dost dwell? 

For both of these fiain would I know. 

I am a tanner, bold Arthur reply'd. 
In Nottingham long have I vrrought; 

And if thoult come there, I vow and swear, 
I will tan thy hide for nought 

God-a-mercy, good fellow, said jolly Robin, 

Since thou art so kind and free; 
And if thou wilt tan my hide for nought, 

I will do as much for thee. 

And if thoult forsake thy tanner's trade. 
And live in the green wood with me, 

My name 8 Robin Hood, I swear by the rood, 
I will give thee liotli gold and fee. 
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If tliou 1)6 liobin Hood, Iwld Arthur reply 'd, 

As I think well thou art, 
Then here's my hand, my name's Arthur-a-Bland, 

We two will never depart* 

But tell me, tell me, where is Little John? 

Of him £eun would I hear; 
For we are alide by the mother's side. 

And he is my kinsman dear. 

Then Robin Hood blew on the beaugle horn, 

He blew full lowd and shrill ; 
And quickly anon appeared Little John, 

Come tripping down a green hill ; 

O what is the matter? then said Little John, 

Master, I pray you tell : 
Why do you stand with your staff in your hand, 

I fear all is not well. 

" man I do stand, and he makes me to stand, 

The tanner that stands thee beside; 
He is a bonny blade, and master of his trade, 

For soundly he hath tann'd my hide/* 

He is to be commended, then said Little John, 

If such a feat he can do; 
If he be so stout, we will have a bout, 

And he shall tan my hide too. 

Hold thy hand, hold thy hand, said Robin Hood, 
For as I do understand, 

• Part /rom each other, separate. 
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He's a yeoman good of thine own blood. 
For his name is Arthur-arBland. 

Then Little John threw his staff away. 

As far as he ooold it fling, 
And.nn out; of. hand to Arthor-a-Bland, 

And about his neck did cling. 



^th loying respect, there was no neglect, 

Thej were neither nice nor coy. 
Each other did £u» with a lovely grace. 

And both did weep for joy. 

Then Robin Hood took them both by the hands. 
And danc'd round about the oke tree : 

** For three merry men, and three merry men. 
And three memr men we be : 

And ever hereafter as long as we live. 

We three will be as one ; 
The wood it shall ring, and the old wife sing. 

Of Robin Hood, Arthur, and John." 




Fn^mrn'. ot R-^bin Hcod ■ Chair Thro«by • Nottin4h*m%hir« 




ROBIN HOOD AND THE CUBTALL FRYER. 



From an old black-letter cofj in the coUection of Anthony 
K Wood : corrected bj a moch eariier one in (he Fepjaian 
library, printed bj H. Qosaon, about the year 1810; com- 
pared with a later one in the eaine collection. The full 
title is: "The fJEunous battetl betweene RoUn Hood and 
the Curtail Fryer. To a new Northerne tane." 

Compared by the Editor with the Roxburgh ballads. 

"The Curtail Fiyer," Dr. Stukeley eaya, "is cordelur, 
from the card or rope which they wore round their waist, 
to ^lip themaelves with. They were," adds he, " of the 
Franciscan order." Our fryer, however, is undoubtedly bo 
called firom his "curtail doge," or curs, as we now say. 
(Courtatdt, F.) In fact, he is no firyer at all, but a monk 
of Fountain's Abbey, which was of the Cistercian order. — 
mtttm. 
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Mr. Douce, in his copy of Robin Hood, sajs also, that 
the explanation of Dr. Stukeley is veiy unsatiafactoiy; that 
of Stayelej is much more probable, who in chap, zzr of his 
** Romish HorMleech," asserts, that in some ooontries 
iriiere the Fmndscan Friars* confiHrmably to the ii\iitiic- 
tioos of their fixmder, wore short habits, the order was 
prsMntly c nnUmm ed and derided, and men called them 
Goitailed Frian. 



XX. 

ROen; HOOD AKD THE CURTALL FRTER. 



In summer time, when leaves grow green. 

And flowers are fresh and gay, 
Robin Hood and his meny men 

Were disposed to play. 

Then some would leape, and some would runne. 

And some would use artillery; 
'* Wbidi of you can a good bow draw, 

A jvood archer to be? 

Which of you can kill a bucke. 

Or who can kill a doe; 
Or who can kill a hart of Greece* 

Five hundreth foot him fro?" 



* This meuis, perhaps, no more than a fat hart, for the sake of 
quibble between Greece and grtoae. 
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Will Scadlocke he did kill a bucke. 

And Midge he kild a doe; 
And Little John kild a hart of Greece, 

Five hundreth foot him fro. 

Ood*8 blessing on thy heart, said Robin Hood, 

That shot such a shot for me; 
I would ride mj horse a hundred miles. 

To find one could match thee. 

This caused Will Scadlocke to laugh. 

He laught full heartily: 
*' There lives a curtail fiyer in Fountaines Abbey 

Will beate both him and thee. 

The curtail fryer in Fountaines Abbey 

Well can a strong bow draw. 
He will beat you and your yeomen, 

Set them all on a row.** 

Robin Hoode tooke a solemne oath. 

It was by Mary free, 
That he would neither eate nor drinke. 

Till the fryer he did see. 

Robin Hood put on his hamesse good. 

And on his head a cap of steel. 
Broad sword and buckler by his side. 

And they became him weele. 

He tooke his bow into his hand. 

It was made of a trusty tree. 
With a sheafe of arrowes at his belt, 

And to Fountaine Dale went he. 
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And Gomming unto Fonntaine Dale, 

No further would he ride; 
There was he ware of the curtail firyer. 

Walking bj the water side.' 

The fi^er had on a hamaaae good. 

And on his head a cap of steel. 
Broad sword and buckler bj his side, 

And they became him weele. 

Robin Hood lighted off his horse. 

And tyed him to a thome: 
^ Cany me over the water, thou curtail fryer, 

Or else thy lifers forlome.** ' 

The fryer tooke Robin Hood on his backe, 

Deepe water he did bestride. 
And spake neither good word nor bad. 

Till he came at the other side. 

Lightly leapt Robin offe the fiyer*s backe; 

The fryer said to him againe. 
Cany me over this water, thou fine fellow, 

Or it shaU breed thy paine. 

Robin Hood took the fryer on his backe, 

Deepe water he did bestride. 
And spake neither good word nor bad. 

Till he came at the other side. 

Lightly leapt the fryer off Robin Hood's backe, 

Robin Hood said to him againe. 
Carry me over this water, thou curtail fryer, 

Or it shall breede thy pain. 
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Tiie fr)'er tooke Robin on*8 Uacke againe. 

And slept in to the knee ; 
Till he came at the middle streame, 

Neither good nor bad spake he ; 

And coming to the middle streame. 

There he threw Robin in: 
** And chuse thee, chuse thee, fine fellow. 

Whether thou wilt sink or swim." 

Robin Hood swam to a bush of broome. 

The fryer to a wigger wand ; 
Bold Robin Hood is gone to shore. 

And took his bow in his hand. 

One of his best arrowes under his belt 

To the fryer he let fly ; 
The curtail fryer with his steel buckler 

Did put that arrow by. 

** Shoot on, shoot on, thou fine fellow. 

Shoot as thou host begun. 
If thou shoot here a summer s day, 

Thy marke I will not shun." 

Robin Hood shot passing well. 

Till all his arrows were gane ; 
They tooke their swords and Steele bucklers^ 

They fought with might and jnaine, 

From ten o'th* clock that very day. 

Till four i'th* afternoon ; 
Then Robin Hood came to his knees, 

Of the fn'cr to beg a booue. 

VOL. 11. K i 
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" A boone, a boone, thou curtail firyer, 

I beg it on my knee; 
Give me leaye to set my home Ur my moath. 

And to blow blasts three.** 

That I will do, said the curtail fiyer, 
Of thy blasts I have no doubt; 

J hope Uioult blow so passing well, 
1111 both thy eyes fidl out 

Robin Hood set his home to his mouth. 

He blew out blasts three; 
Halfe a hundreth yeomen, with bowes bent. 

Came raking over the lee. 

Whose men are these, said the fiyer. 

They come so hastily? 
Those are mine, said Robin Hood; 

Frver, what is that to thee? 

A boone, a boone, said the curtail fiyer. 

The like I gave to thee; 
Give me leave to set my fist to my mouth. 

And to whute whutes three. . . 

That will I doe, said Robin Hood, 

Or else I were to blames 
Three whutes in a 6yer*9 fist 

Would make me ^ad and £eune. 

The frver set his fist to his mouth. 

And whuted whales three: 
Half a hundred good band-dogs 

Came rumiing over the lee. 
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** Here is for everj' man a dog. 

And I mysclfe for thee.' 
Nay, by mj faith, said Robin Hood, 

Fryer, that may not be. 

Two dogs at once to Robin Hood did goe. 

The one behind, the other before, 
Robin Hood 8 mantle of Linoobie greene 

Off from his backe they tore. 

And whether his men shot east or west, 

Or they shot north or south. 
The curtail dogs, so taught they were, 

They caught th' arrows in their mouth. 

Take up thy dogs, said Little Jolm. 

Fryer, at my bidding be. 
Whose man art thou, said the curtail fryer. 

Comes here to prate with me? 

" I am Little John, Robin Hood's man, ,. 

Fryer, I will not lie ; 
If thou take not up thy dogs soono, 

lie take up them and thee.** 

Little John had a bow in his hand. 

He shot with might and main ; 
Soon halfe a score of the fryer's dogs 

Lay dead upon the plain. 

Hold thy hand, good fellow, said the curtal fryer. 

Thy master and I will agree ; 
And we will have new orders taken. 

With all hast that may be. 
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" If tbou wilt foraske £ur Fountoiae'e dde. 

And FmiDUiiie's Abbej free, 
Etaij Sonday thnwoot the yevze, 

A noble el»ll be th; fes; 

And mtnj bolidaj Umnigh the jaenr 
dunged BbBll Aj gument be. 

If dwu wilt goe to fiura Not 
And tfaera remaina with me." 



This carta) fryer had kept Fonntaine's Dale 

Seven long yeena and more. 
There waa neither knight, lonl, nor earie. 

Could make him yeeld before. 




I 




THE NOBLE FISHERMAN; 

OR, ROBIN HOODS preferment: 

Shewing how he won & prize on the sea, and how he gave 
one halfe to his dame, and the other to the boilding of 
ftlmeB-houMs. The tune in. In Bummer time, etc. 



Fbom three old black-letter copies; one in the collection of 
Anthony i Wood, another in the British Museum, and the 
third in a private collection. This is one of the ballads 
contained In Mr. Peck's MS. alluded m in the Editor's 
preface, vol. i, p. kxvu, etc. Mr. Peck has rendered it into 
more modem language and added three or four stanzas; 
but has certainly not improved the version. He calls it a 
piscatory son^, and entities it " Simon over the Lee." 
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XXI. 

THE KOBLE PI8HER-XAN. 



Ik summer time, ifheii leaves grow green, 
When they doie grow both green and long,- 

Of a bold oatlaw, call'd Bobin Hood, 
It 18 of him I do nng this song,— » 

When the liUj leaf, and the e^antine,* 
Doth bud and spring with a merry cheere, 

This oathiw was weary of the wood sido. 
And chasing of the fiallow deere. 

" The fisher-men brave more mony have 
Than any merchants two or three ; 

Therefore I wiU to Scaiborough go. 
That I a fisherman brave may be.** 

This ontkw called his menj men all. 
As they sate onder the green-wood tree : 

** If any of yon have gold to spend, 
I prey yon heartily spend it with me.** 



Now, qooth Robin Hood, He to Scarborough go. 

It seems to be a very faire day. 
He took up his inne at a widdow woman*s house, 

Hard by upon the water grey : 

^ In the first edition of Ritsoo the word "elephnnt** is used; 
which b endently a coimption. In two emiij copiee with which the 
Editor has compared this ballad, he finds ** eglantine** and ** cowaKp 
Bweei" sabstitnted; both preferable, and he has chosen eglantine. 
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Who asked of him, where yrert thou borne? 

Or tell to me where dost thou fieu'e? 
I am a poor fisherman, said he then, 

This day intrapped all in care. 

** What is tfay name, thou fine' fellow, 

I pray thee heartily tell it to me?** 
*' In my own country, where I was borne. 

Men call me Simon over the Lee.** 

Simon, Simon, said the good wife, 

I wish thou mayest well brook* thy name. 

The outrlaw was ware of her courtesie. 
And rejoyced he had got such a dame. 

*' Simon, wilt thou be my man? 

And good round wages lie give thee; 
I have as good a ship of my own. 

As any sails upon the sea. 

Anchors and planks thou shalt not want. 

Masts and ropes that are so long.** 
And if you thus do furnish me. 

Said Simon, nothing shall goe wrong. 

They pluckt up anchor, and away did saylc, 

More of a day than two or three; 
When others cast in their baited hooks, 

The bare lines into the sea cast he. 

* ^ I wish thou mayest well brook thy name.** On this line Mr. 
P«ck subjoins the following note: — ^'Mayst thou bo as fortunate, 
and prove as good a fisherman as thy name-sake, Simon Peter. She 
wishes thus for her own sake, intending to hire him." 
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It will be long, said the master then, 

Ere this great lubber do thrive on the sea; 

lie assure you he shall have no share of our fish. 
For in truth he is no part worthy^ 

woe is me! said Simon then. 
This day that ever I came here! 

1 wish I were in Plompton parke. 
In chasing of the fallow deere. 

For every downe langhs me to scome. 

And by me sets nothing at all; 
If I had them in Plompton park, 

I would set as little by them alL 

They pluckt up anchor, and away did sayle, 

More of a day than two or three: 
But Simon espyed a ship of warre, 

That sayled towards them most valorously* 

O woe is me! said the master then. 

This day that ever I was borne! 
For all our fish we have got to-day. 

Is every Int lost and foiiome. 

For your French robbers. on the sea, 
They will not spare of us one mao, . 

But carry us to the coast of France, 
And lay us in the prison strong. 

But Simon said, doe not feare them, 
Neither, master, take you no care; 

Give me my bent bow in my hand. 
And never a Frenchman ^ill I spare. 
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'* Hold thy peace, thou long lubber. 

For thou art nought but brags and boast; 

If I should cast thee over-board. 
There's bat a simple lubber lost'* 



giew angiy at these words. 
And so angrjr then was he. 
That he took his bent bow in his hand, 
And in the ship-hatch goeth he. 

Master, tye me to the mast, saith he. 
That at my mark I may stand £Edr, 

And give me my bent bow in my hand, 
And never a Frenchman will I spare. 

He drew his arrow to the head. 

And drewe it with all his might and maine, 
And straightway, in the twinkling of an eye. 

To the Frenchman's heart the arrow's gane. 

The Frenchman fell down on the ship hatch, 
And under the hatches down below; 

Another Frenchman, that him espy'd, 
The dead corpse into the sea doth throw. 

O master, loose me from the mast, he said. 
And for them all take you no care; 

For give me my bent bow in my hand, 
And never a Frenchman will I spare. 

Then streight they boarded the French sliip. 
They lyeing all dead in their sight ; 

They found within that ship of warre, 
Twelve thousand pound of mony bright. 
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The one halfe of the ship, said Simon tben, 
He give to taj dune uid ber ehildran small ; 

The other hslfe of the ship lie bestow 
On yau that are my feUowm all. 

BntiwwbeqidM the mastarthea. 

For so, Simon, it shall not be. 
For jm have mm it with jonr own hand. 

And the owner ot it jon shall bee. 

" It shall be so, aa I have Mid; 

And, with this goli, br the arrest 
An h^tation 1 irill build. 

Where tbej shall li*e in peace and net" 





Ort(Uu] muvtniUoD lo tba Billed- 



ROBIN HOOD AND THE SHEPHERD. 



Shewing haw Robin Hood, Little John, and the Shepherd 
fought a sore combote. 

IIm ibridwid fai^t for twcntj poiud. Mid Bobin tvr bottle and 

b««. 
Bat tbe thtipbctd tloni, g><ra tbam the rout, ki tore thej oould not 

wig. 
Tune is, Robin Hood and Qneen K&therine. 



Frum two old black-letter copies, one of them iu the col- 
lection of Anthony a Wood, tbe other in that of Thomas 
Pearson, Esq., which now forms the Itoxbur^jh collection 
in the DritiRli Aluscum. The fine cut id the Lead of this 
pMge stands al Uic head of the former. 
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XXII. 
BOBIM HOOD AMD THB 8HKPBSBD. 



All gentlemen, and yeomen good, 

Down, a down, a down, a down, 
I wish yoa to draw near; 
For a stofj of gallant bold Robin Hood 
Unto joQ I will declare. 
Down a, etc. 

As Robin Hood walkt the forrest along, 

Some pastime for to spie, 
There he was aware of a jolly shepherd. 

That on the ground did lie. 

Arise, arise, cried jolly Robin, 

And now come let me see 
What's in thy bag, and bottle; I say. 

Come tell it unto me. 

«* What's that to thee ? thou proud fellow. 

Tell me as I do stand; 
What hast thou to do with my bag and botde? 

Let me see thy command.*' 

*' My sword, which hangeth by my side. 

Is my command I know; 
Come, let me taste of thy bottle, 

Or it may breed thy woe." 
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'* The deTil a drop, thou proud fellow, 

Of my bottle thou shalt see. 
Until thy valour here be tried* 

Whether thou wilt fight or flee.** 

What shall we fight for? cries Robin Hood, 

Come tell it unto me; 
Here is twenty pound in good red gold, 

Win it, and take it thee. 

The shepherd stood all in amaze. 

And knew not what to say: 
" I have no money, thou proud fellow. 

But bag and bottle 111 lay.** 

" I am content, thou shepherd^swain, 

Fling them down on the ground; 
But it wUl breed thee mickle pain. 

To win my twenty pound.** 

" Come draw thy sword, thou proud fellow, 

Thou standest too long to prate; 
This hook of mine shall let thee know, 

A coward I do hate.'* 

So they fell to it, fiill hard and sore, 

It was on a summer's day. 
From ten till liour in the afternoon 

The shepherd held him play. 

Robin's buckler proved his chiefst defence, 

And saved him many a bang, 
For every blow the shepherd gave 

Made Robin s sword cry twang. 
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Many a sturdie blow the shepherd gave. 

And that bold Robin found. 
Till the blood ran trichling fiN>m his head. 

Then he fell to the groond. 

'* Arise, arise, thou proud fellow. 
And thou shalt have £ur play. 

If thou wilt yield, before thou go. 
That I have won the. day.** 

A boon, a boon, ciy*d bold Robin, 

If that a man thou be. 
Then let me take my beugle horn, 

And blow out blasts three. 



Then said the shepherd to bold Robin, 

To that I will agree; 
For if thou shouldst blow till to-morrow mom, 

I soom one foot to flee. 

Then Robin he set his horn ta his mouth. 
And he blew with might and main. 

Until he espied Little John 
Gome tripping over the plain. 



«( 



«• 



O who is yonder, thou proud fellow. 
That comes down yonder hill?** 
Yonder is John, bold Robin Hood*s man. 
Shall fight with thee thy fill.** 



What is the matter? said Little John, 

Master, come tell unto me. 
Mj case is bad, cries Robin Hood, 

For the shepherd liath conquerd me. 
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I am glad of that, cries Little John : 

Shepherd, turn thou to me; 
For a hout with thee I mean to have. 

Either come fight or flee. 

" With all my heart, thou proud fellow. 

For it never shall he said 
That a shepherd's hook at thy sturdy look 

Will one jot he dismaied.*' 

So they fell to it, full hard and sore. 

Striving for victorie. 
I will know, says John, ere we give o'er, 

Whether thou wilt fight or flee. 

The shepherd gave John a sturdie hlow, 

Witli his hook under the chin. 
Beshrew thy heart, said Little John, 

Thou hasely dost hegin. 

Nay, that is nothing, said the shepherd, 

Either yield to me the daie, 
Or I will hang thy hack and sides, 

Before thou goest thy way. 

What, dost thou think, thou proud fellow, 

That thou canst conquer me? 
Nay, thou shalt know, hefoie thou go, 

111 fight hefore 111 flee. 

Again the shepherd laid on him. 

Just as he first l>egim. 
Hold thy hand, CTj*d bold Robin. 

I will yield the wager won. 
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Widi all m; heut, udd Little John, 

To that I will agree; 
For be is the flofrer of ihepherd nmins, 

The like I did iie*er see. 

Thiu bare jon heard of Bobin Hood, 

Also of Little John; 
How a diepherd min did oonqoer them ; 

The like was ncTer known. 



Frinkd tar JaliQ Andrew*, it tlw WtiiU Lion in Pis Caner. 





ROBIN HOODS GOLDEN PRIZE. 



"liv roct tva priests upon the wty. 
And (breed Ihem with him to pny ; 
For gold the]* pnyed, and gold Ihcy had, 
Enoi^ to nuke bold Robin g]ad I 
Hii ihirc cuoe U four bondred pound, 
Thu Ibeo wki told upon tbe ground. 
No* nurlc, ud j-ou ihall bear the jctt. 
You nei«r beard the like exprcau 

Tune is, Robin Hood viafi a tall young man, Sec." 



This balUd (given from an old black-letter cop; in the col- 
lectiuD of Anthony a Wood) was entered, amongst olhera, 
in the Stationers' book, by Francis Coule, ISth June, lOUl ; 
and by Francis Grove. 2nd June, 1656. 

Cumpared »ilb Uie copy in the lioxburgb collection. 
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XXIII. 

|t09ni HOOD'9 ooldbn prisb. 



I HATE heard talk of bold Robin Hood, 
Deny, deny down. 

And of bniTe Little John, 
Of fnrer Tucl$, and William Scarlet, 

Loxley, and maid Marion. 

But such a tale as this before 
I think there was never none ; 

For Robin Hood disguised himself. 
And to the green wood is gone. 

Like to a fryer bold Robin Hood 
Was accoutred in his array; 

With hood, gown, beads, and crucifix, 
He past upon the way. 

He had not gone miles two or three. 
But it was his chance to spy 

Two lusty priests, dad aU in black. 
Come riding gallantly. 

Benedicite, then said Robin Hood, 

Some pitty on me take; 
Cross vou my hand with a silver groat. 

For our dear ladie s sake. 
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For I have been wandering all this day, 

And nothing could I get; 
Not 80 much as one poor cup of drink. 

Nor bit of bread to eat. 

Now, by our holy dame*, the priests reply*d. 

We never a penny have; 
For we this morning have been robb*d, 

And could no money save. 

I am afraid* said Robin Hood, 

That you both do tell a lie ; 
And now before yon do go hence, 

I am resolT*d to try. 

When as the priests heard him say so, 

Then they rode away amain ; 
But Robin Hood took to his heels. 

And soon overtook them again. 

Then Robin Hood laid hold of them both, 
And pull*d them down from their horse: 

spare us, fryer! the priests cry*d out. 
On us have some remorse ! 

You said you had no money, quoth he, 

Wherefore, without delay. 
We three wiU fall down on our knees. 

And for money we will pray. 



* Our holjf dame. The rirgin Mary (so called); unless, for **our 
kofy dame,** we should read <mr halidomey which may mean our holy- 
Bess, honesty, chastity: haHgdow^ aaadiMonia, **Lye*8 Saxon Die- 
tiooary.** 
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The priests they could not him gainsay, 
But down they kneel'd with speed : 

Send us, O send us, then quoth they, 
Some money to serve our need. 

The priests did pray with a mournful cheer. 
Sometimes their hands did wring; 

Sometimes they wept, and cried aloud. 
Whilst Robin did merrily sing. 

When they had been praying an hour's space, 

The priests did still lament; 
Then quoth bold Robin, now let us see 

What money heaven hath sent. 

We will now be sharers all alike 

Of the money that we have; 
And there is never a one of us 

That his fellow shall deceive. 

The priests their hands in their pockets put. 

But money could find none : 
Well search ourselves, said Robin Hood, 

Each other, one by one. 

Then Robin took pains to search them both. 
And he found good store of gold. 

Five hundred peecea presently 
Upon the grus was told. 

Here b a brave show, said Robin Hood, 

Such store of gold to see, 
And you shall each one have a part, 

Cause you pray'd so heartily. 
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He gave them fifty pouuds a-peece. 

And the rest for himself did keep: 
The priests durst not speak one word. 

But they sighed wondrous deep* 

With that the priests rose up fiom their knees, 

Thinking to haye parted so: 
Nay, stay, says Robin Hood, one thing more 

I have to say ere you do go. 

You shall be swom« said bold Robin Hood, 

Upon this holy grass. 
That you will never tell lies again. 

Which way soever you pass. 

The second oath that you here must take, 

That all the days of your lives, 
You shall never tempt maids to sin. 

Nor lye with other men's wives. 

The last oath you shall take, is this. 

Be charitable to the poor; 
Say, you have met with a holy fiyar. 

And I desire no more. 

He set them on their horses again, 

And away they then did ride; 
And he returned to the meny green-wood. 

With great joy, mirth, and pride. 
Hey down, derry down. 




BOBIN HOOD'S CHASE: 

Or, • mony progress between Robin Hood and King 
Heniy. Shewing how Robin Hood led the king hia 
chMS from London to London; and when he had taken 
bis lea*e of the qneen, he letumed to menj Sherwood. 
To the Uuw ot Robin Hood and the Beggar. 

From an old black-letter copjr in tlie colleclion of 
Antbonj a Wood, compared with the Bosbarj^ cop;. 
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BOBDI hood's chase. 

Coke, jou gallants all, to jrou I do call. 

With hey down, down, an a down, 

That now are in ihis place ; 
For a aong I will sing of Henry the king. 

How he did Robin Hood chase. 
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Queen Katherine she a match did make, 

As plainly doth appear. 
For three hundred tun of good red wine, 

And three hundred tun of heere. 

But yet her archers she had to seek, 

With their bows and arrows so good; 
But her mind it was bent with a good intent, 

To send for bold Robin Hood. 

But when bold Robin he came there. 

Queen Katherine she did say, 
Thou art welcome, Locksley, said the queen. 

And all thy yeomen gay. 

VoT a match of shooting I have made, 
And thou on my part, Robin, must be. 

'* If I miss the mark, be it light or dark. 
Then hanged I will be.*' 

But when the game came to be play*d, 

Bold Robin then drew nigh. 
With his mantle of green, most brave to be seen, 

He let his arrows fly. 

And when tlie game it ended was. 

Bold Robin won it with a grace ; 
But after the king was angiy with him. 

And vow'd he would him chace. 

Wliat though his pardon granted was. 

While he with liim did stay ; 
Yet after the king was vex'd at him, 
I When he was gone his way. 
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Soon after the king from the court did hye. 

In a furious angry mood. 
And did often enquire both fiur and near 

After bold Robin Hood. 

And when the king to Nottin^iam came, 

Bold Bobin was in the wood: 
O, come now, said he, and let me see 

Who can find me bold Bolnn Hood. 

But when that bold Robin he did hear 

The king had him in chase. 
Then said Little John, 'tis time to be gone. 

And go to some other place. 

Then away they went from merry Sherwood, 

And into Yorkshire did hye; 
And the king did follow, with a whoop and a hallo. 

But could not come him nigh. 

Yet jolly Robin he passed along. 

He went to Newcastle town; 
And there stayed he hours two or three. 

For he then to Barwick was gone. 

When the king did see how Robin did flee. 

He was Texed wondrous sore; 
With a whoop and a hallo he vow*d him to follow. 

And take him, or neyer give o*er. 

Come now let*s away, then cries Little John, 

I>et any man follow that dare ; 
To Carlisle well hie, witli our company, 

And so then to Lancester. 
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From Lancaster then to Chester they went, 

And so did king Heniy; 
But Robin went away, for he durst not stay, 

For fear of some treachery. 

Says Robin* let ns for London go. 

To see our noble queen's face. 
It may be she wants our company. 

Which makes the king so us chase. 

When Robin he came queene Eatherine before. 

He fell low upon his knee: 
" If it please your grace, I am come to this place 

For to 8{>eak with king Henry." 

Queen Katherine answered bold Robin again, 
The king is gone to meny Sherwood : 

When he went away, to me he did say, 
He would go seek Robin Hood. 

*' Then flEure you well, my gracious queen. 

For to Sherwood I wiU hye apace ; 
For fain would I see what he would with me. 

If I could but meet with his grace.** 

When as king Henry he came home, 

FuU weary, and Tcxed in mind. 
And that he did hear, Robin had been there, 

He blamed dame Fortune unkind. 

You're welcome home, queen Katherine cryed, 

Henry, my soTeraign liege ; 
Bold Robin Hood, that archer good. 

Your person hath been to seek. 
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But whea king Heniy did hatr. 
That Robin had been him to aedw, 

This answer he gate. He's a winning knaife* 
For I have soug^ him this iriiola three fPeeL 

A boon! a booni queen EatheriDe cqr'd, 

I beg it here of yoor gxaoe. 
To pardon his life, and seek no more strife: 

And so endelh Robin Hood*s disse. 



tar F. Oolai» J. Vin^ J. Wfight» aad J. C3trke. 





LITTLE JOHN AND THE FOUR BEQGAES. 



Fhoh bh old black-letter copy in the colledioD of Antbonj 
a Wood: the full title being, "A new meny songof Bobin 
Hood and Little John, Bheving how LiUle John went t 
begging, and how he fought with the four beggers. The 
tune is Bobin Hood and the Begger:" oompwed, bj the 
editor, with the Roztmrgb copy, which has (or its head 
piece, a Beggar leading a Dog. 



XXV. 
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All, jou that delight to spend some time. 

With a hej down, down, a down, down, 

A meny song for to tang. 
Unto me draw near, and you shall hear 

How Little Jobn went a begging. 
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As Bobin Hood walked the forest along. 

And all his yeomandree, 
Si^es Bobin, some of you most a begging go,* 

And, little John, it mnat be thee. 

Si^es John, if I most a bagging go, 

I will have a palmer's weed, 
l^th a staff and a eoat, and bags of all sort. 

The better then I shall speed. 

Come, gife me now a bag for my bread. 

And another for my eheese. 
And one for a penny, when I get any. 

That nothing I may leese. 

Now Little John is a begging gone. 

Seeking for some relief; 
fiat of all the beggere he met on the way, 

little John he was the chief. 

Bat as he was walking himself alone. 

Four beggers he chanced to spy. 
Some deal^ and some blind, and some came behind ; 

Says J<^, here*8 brave company. 

Good-morrow, said John, my brethren dear, 

Good fortune I had you to see; 
Which way do you go? pray let me know. 

For I want some company. 



* It u not at all improbable, but that as high as Robin Hood and 
his men carried it, they were now and then put to their shifii, and 
lometiaMS forced to bo^ in good earnest — Ptek*t MSS. 
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O! what is here to do? then said little John : 

Why ring all these hells? said he ; 
What dog isji hanging? come, let us he ganging, 

That we the. troth may see. 

Here IS ao dog a hanging, then one of them said. 

Good fidlow, we tell onto thee ; 
But here is one dead, will give ns cheese and hread, 

And it may be one single penny.* 



We have brethren in London, another he 

So hare we in Coventry, 
In Baxwick and Dover, and all the world over, 

But ne'er a crookt canilt like thee. 

Therefore stand thoa back, thou crooked carel. 
And take that knock on the crown. 

Nay, said Little John, He not be gone. 
For a boot will I have with you romid. 



* It wBt the autom in poppah tunes to give breed and money to 
all manner of persona, withoat distinction, who came to asaist at the 
funeral of a deceased neighbour; and this in order to engage them 
to praj the more heartily for the soul of the defunct And it b yet 
usual among those of a lower or middle rank in the north parts of 
England, to aend tfie baker, when any of tfie fiunUy dies, in their 
names, to distribute at every house in the parish, as many penny 
loaves as there are p e r so ns , men, women and diildren, in each 
fiunily;lik«wiaegenenllya8mallphmib-oake. Bieh men'a funerals 
are now odierwiae managed. Time is an abundance of persons on 
horse, a crowd of coaches and pretended mourners, a deal of pomp 
and pageantry ahnoet widiout «id; all which does nttther the poor 
nor themselTes any good at all; but rsrelj anj dole, in which I 
think (though I am no papist), the money were far better bestowed. 
The word dole u derived from the Dutch, datflem — minister. Whence 
the English to deal or give out a thing.— i'adt 

t Carl, old feUow. 
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Now have at you all, then said Little J<^, 

If joa be 80 full of your blows ; 
Fi|^t on all four, and nere give ore. 

Whether you be friends or foea. 

John nipped the dumb, and made him^lo wn; 

And the blind that he could not see. 
And he that a cripple had been aeten years. 

He made run &ster than he. 

And flinging them all against the wall. 

With many a sturdie bang, 
It made John sing, to hear the gold ring, 

Which against the walls ciyed twang. 

Then he got out of the begger^s cloak 

Three hundred pound in gold ; 
Good fortune had I, then said Little John, 

Such a good sight to behold. 

fiut i^iat found he in a begger*s bag 
But three hundred pound and three? 
'* If I drink water while this doth h^t, 
Then an evil death may I dye.* 

* Th&n 18 an old book called ** The tanniiig of Elynor Bummin, 
the fiuMNM ale-wife of England, by John Skehon," two aheeta and a 
ktH 4tOL» Londoo, 1624. In the title-page ia the piotore of an old 
iU-fimmd womaB holding in her hand a black pot of ale, and under* 



SfcaHon wove th« lanrtl erowii. 
If J ale pot aU Cbe ale-wifes down.**— ^Ifc. Onm. toL i, p. 93. 

I iiaire not aeen the book of Elynor Rnmmin's, but a friend tells 
ne, it 18 only a merry tale of some jonal gossips got together and 
pawning all they could rap and rend, to parohase her good ale, near 
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And my begging trade I will now gire ore, 

My fortune it hath bin so good ; 
Therefore De not stay, but I nil! away, 

To the forreet of merry Sherwood.** 

And wfaen to the forreet of Sherwood he came. 

He quickly there did see 
His master good, bold Bobin Hood, 

And all his company. 

What news? What nawn? then said Bobin Hood, 
Gome, Little John« tell nnto me ; 



Guildford, in Sorrey. Theie good women remind me of tfaeproTerb, 
** Goaiips and Frogi may drink and taDc.** Bobin Hood and hia men 
were moch of the same temper with theae tattfii^ goaaipa; for what- 
erer they oonld ky their hands on, it was praaently turned into good 
liquor, and away it went, aa the old song says, ** Merrily down the red 
lane." Peggy Dowker, of Chesterfield, waa of late years aa fimons 
for good ale aa Elynor Rnmmin. I eannot help thinking, Imt the 
leaned Dr. Emg had her in his eye, when he wrote his instmclioos 
bow to brew and bottle: — 

"Oh! Peggy, Peggy, wbMitho«|RWit to bi«w, 
Conrider wdl what yoa*re aboat to 4o; 
Be very wiM, vary Mditoly think. 
Thai what yoa*rt goiDg now to BMk* b ^rinlc; 
CooiUar who niMt drink thai Mak, Md IhtB, 
Wh«t *tb to havo tho ptaiw of AtMrt ■(&; 
For MMly, Feny, while that drink dots lait. 
Tie Bi0y will he feetied or di^yvwc^d. 
Thi^ if Ihy ale in flaai lhoa.wanid*alaaBfiBe, 
Tb— kaJtoepaiMngtayafaikaaaiyihiin, 
Lit thy dean hoCtle ba eotfnlr Ay, 
Leet a while eohalanae to the autea ay, 
And, floating there, diatnih the enriene eye. 
Bat thie great maxim moit he ondenaood, 
*' Be mre, nay very eore, thy corlr be good!" 
Tbeo iutoTP ages ehall of Peggy fedl, 
That nymph that hrew*d and kcttitd ale m weiL" 
Bi*hop Kmg't worka , JfnUy ^MmmUtwm. 

^PeeVt M8S. 
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How fakst thoa sped with thy begger's tnde? 
For that I bin iroold aee. 

No newa but good, Bud Little John, 
Witli beting liill well I tuve sped ; 

Six htmdred md three I h>Te hen for diee. 
In Biher and gtdd so red. 

Then Rolnn took Little John by the huid. 

And danced •boot the oak tree : 
" If v« diink mter lAile this doth lost. 

Then an iU death may ve die." 

So to eonclnde mj menj new song. 

All jon that delight it to aing ; 
Tie of Robin Hood, that archer good. 

And bow Little John went a begging. 





ROBIN HOODS DELIGHT: 

Or, a men^ combat fought between Robin Hood, Little 
John, and Will Scarelock, and three alout keepere in 
Sheerwood Forrest. 

** Bobin wu Taliaiit and rtoDt, 

So wu Scu'eloak and John in (he fi«ld. 
Bat Otmt lutpen iCont did pre tlwoi root. 

And make then all (or lo jield. 
But after the baUcI aaded wai. 

Bold Bobin did make them amenda, 
For olarat and each the j did not 1«^ 

So drank IbeandTca pmd biaDdB." 

To the tone of Robin Hood and Queen Katherine; or, 
Rolnn Hood and the Shepherd. — RitMon. 



Dr. PEPDacH, among other vet; curious articles of ancient 
English music, was possessed of a MS. folio, (mipposed to 
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be still exUnt), which, at p. 15, otntained a tuna entitled 
" Robin Hood.** See Ward*8 *« laves of the Profeaaora of 
Gresham College,** 1740, (an intaileafed oopjr. corrected 
and augmented by the anther, in the British Museum). 
** Bobene Hade" is likewise the name of a danoo in Wedder- 
bum'JB '« Complainta of Scotland,*' printed in 1640. The 
tune is presenred bj Oswald, in his *' Caledonian Pocket 
Companion.** 

From an old UackJetter copy in the cdlectkm of 
Anthony a Wood. 
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*. 
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Trer£*8 some will talk of lords and knights, 
Doun, a doun, a doun. 
And some of yeomen good; 
But I will tell you of Will Scarlock, 
Little John, and Bobin Hood. 

Doun, a doun, a doun, a doun. 

They were outlaws, ^ well known, 

And men of a noble blood; 
And many a time was their valour shown 

In the forest of many Sheerwood. 

Upon a time it chanced so. 

As Robin would have it be, 
They all three would a walking go, 

The pastime for to see. 
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Aiid WA they walked the foreHt along, 

Upon a Midsummer day. 
There were they aware of three keepers. 

Clad all in green aray. 

With boLfe long fiuieheons by their aides. 

And forreat-bills in hand. 
They oall'd aloud to those bold outliwa, • 

And charged them to stand. 

Why, who are you, ciy'd bold Robin, 

That speak so boldly here? 
" We three belong to King Henry, 

And are keepers of his deer/* 



The devil you are ! sayes Robin Hood, 

I am sure that it is not so ; 
We be the keepers of this forr^st. 

And that you soon shall know. 

Ck>me, your coats of green lay on the ground, 

And so will we all three. 
And take your swords and bucklers round. 

And try the victory. 

We be content, the keepers said. 

We be three, and you no less. 
Then why should we be of you afraid. 

As we never did transgress? 

" Why, if you be three keepers in this forrest. 

Then we be three rangers good. 
And will make you know before you do go. 

You meet with bold Robin Hood.** 
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" We be content, thoa bold oatUw, 

Our valour here to tiy. 
And will make yon know, before we do go. 

We will fi^t before we will fly. 

Then, come dnw your swordb, yoa bold ouIUwb, 

No longer stand to pnte» 
But let us tiy it out with blows. 

For cowards we do hate. 

Here is one of us for Will Scarlock, 

And another for Little John, 
And I myself for Robin Hood« 

Because he is stout and strong.** 

So they fell to it hard and sore. 

It was on a Midsunmier*s day; 
From eight of the clock till two and past. 

They all shewed gallant play. 

Tliere Robin, and Will, and Little John, 

They fought most manfully. 
Till all their winde was spent and gone. 

Then Robin aloud did cry: 

O hold, O hold, cries bold Robin, 

I see you be stout men; 
Let me blow one blast on my bugle horn. 

Then De fight with you again. 

" That baigain*s to make, bold Robin Hood, 

Therefore we it deny; 
Tbj blast upon the bugle horn 

Cannot make us fight or By. 
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Therefore fall on» or ebe be gone, 

And yield to us the day : 
It nerer shall be said that we are afraid 

Of thee, nor thy yeomen gay.** 

If that be eo, cries bold Bobin^ 

Let me but know your names^ 
And in the forrest of meny Sheerwood, 

I shall extol your fiunes. 

And with our names, one of them said, 

What bast thou here to do? 
Elxoept that thou wilt fight it out. 

Our names thou shalt not know. 

We will fight no more, sayes bold Robin, 

You be men of valour stout; 
Come and go with me to Nottingham, 

And there we will fight it out. 

With a but of sack we will bang it about, 

To see who wins the day; 
And for the cost make you no doubt, 

I have gold enough to pay. 

And ever hereafter so long as we live. 

We all will brethren be; 
For I love these men with heart and hand. 

That will fight and never flee. 

So, away they went to Nottingham, 

With sack to make amends; 
For three days they the wine did chase. 

And drank themselves good friends. 




ROBIN HOOD AND THE BEGGAR. 

IS TWO PABTM. 



TuE ensoing fourteen ballads were c 
amongst the foregoing, in the editions of the Garlands en- 
larged from sixteen ballads to twenty, and at last to twonlj- 
s^ien. Most of tbem appear also in Mr. RitBon's collection. 
The oldest amongst them is probably the following, btging 
another, and a totally different, tale or emcounter between 
Bobin Hood and the Beggar, than that irtiich appean in 
p. 106 of this Tolome. 

Mr. Ritson's pref&toiy remai^ upon the ballad are aa 
bOom.— 

" This poem, a north country (or, peihape, Scotdah) com- 
pceition of some antiquity, is given from a modein copy 
print«d st Newoiiitlc, where the Editor acddenlatly picked 
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it np: no other having, to his knowledge, been ever seen 
or heard of. The corruptions of the press being equally 
numerous and minute, some of the most trifling have been 
corrected without notice. But it may be proper to mei^tion, 
that each line of the printed copy is here thrown into two; 
a step which, thou^ absolutely necessaiy from the narrow- 
ness of the page, is sufficiently justified by the frequent 
recurrence of the double rhyme. The division of stanzas 
was conceived to be a still further improvement The 
original title is, * A pretty dialogue betwixt Robin Hood 
and a Beggar."* 

Mr. Motherwell, in his *' Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem,** 
4to. Glasgow, 1827, also claims this ballad as of Scottish 
origin. 

'* Robin Hood and his fellow, Litell John," he says, " were 
popular with the minstrels of Scotland as they were with 
those of England. Our early poets and historians never 
tired of alluding to songs current in their own times, rela- 
tive to these waithmen and their merry men. Even to 
this day there are fragments of songs regarding them, 
traditionally extant in Scotland, which have not yet found 
their way into any printed collection of ballads, commemo- 
rative of these celebrated outlaws. Were they carefully 
gathered they would form an interesting addition to 
* Bit8on*s Robin Hood.* In that collection the ballad of 
' Robin Hood and the Beggar* is evidently the production 
of a Scottish minstrel, pretty early stall copies of which 
were printed both at Aberdeen and Glasgow.** 

Mr. Finlay likewise, in his ** Scottish Historical and 
Romantic Ballads,** 2 vols. 8vo. Edinburgh, 1808, attests to 
the early and equal popularity of Robin Hood in Scotland, 
in connexion with that of Wallace, the renowned asserter 
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o£ Scottish independence. In the introduction to the 
fo^mentarf poem of " The Gude Wallace*** Robin Hood 
is dun alluded Id: 

* Hi hold up joor hand, kind wr, he tti^ 
And kt at tee if joar aioiief be good; 
And if it be Irae Mid right, way he. 
Tell maj beget the dvwn oone* of Bofain Hood." 



if genuine,** adds Mr. Finlaj, ** is the earliest 
mention of this celebrated outlaw, whose actions were as 
fiunoos in Scottish as in English tradition.*' 

The Editor has printed this ballad from one unknown 
to Ritson« in Wood's study, in the Ashmolean Museum, 
bearing the Aberdsen imprint, and from which he has not 
only restored scTeral lines, wanting in Ritson, but made 
Tarious important corrections. The title-page to this copy 
is as follows : — 

** THB HISTOaT Or aOBU HOOD ABP THX BSGOAa, XH VWO PABITC. 

** Part 1. — Shewing how Robin Hood, in attempting to 
rob a Beggar near Bamesdale, was shamefully defeated, and 
left for dead, till taken up by three of his men. Part d. — 
How the Beggar blinded two of his men, with a bag of 
meal, who were sent to kill him or bring him bacL** 

Then follows a rude wood-cut of Robin Hood shooting 
with a bow and arrow. And appended is this imprint, bat 
without date: 

** Aberdeen : printed and sold for A. Keith.'* 



* Fdl, OTeithrow. 
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XXV. 

ROBIN HOOD AND THE BBOOAR. 

Ltth and listen^ gentlemen, 

That's come of high horn hlood, 
111 tell you of a hrave hooting 

That hefel Eohin Hood. 

Rohin Hood upon a day. 

He went forth alone. 
And as he came from Bamesdale 

Into fair evening, 

He met a heggar on the way. 

Who sturdily could gang; 
He had a pike-staff in his hand 

That was haith stark and Strang; 

A clouted cloak ahout him was. 

That held him finae the cold. 
The thinnest hit of it, I guess. 

Was more then twenty fold. 

HiB meal-pock hang ahout his neck. 

Into a leathern £Emg, 
Well fasten*d with a hroad huckle. 

That was haith stark and Strang. 

He had three hats upon his head, 
Together sticked fieust, 

▼OL. II. H H 
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He cftr*d neither for wind nor weet, 
In lands where'er he past 

Good Rohin cooet him in his way, 

To see what he might he. 
If any heggar had mondy. 

He thon^t some part had he. 

Tarry, tany, good Rohin says, 

Tarry, and speak with me. 
He heard him as he heard him not, 

And fast on his way can hie. 

It he*8 not 80, says good Rohin, 

Nay, thou must tany still. 
By my troth, said the hold heggar, 

Of that I have no will. 

It is fisLr to my lodging house. 

And it is growing late. 
If they have supt e*er I come in 

I will look wondrous hlate.* 

Now, by my truth, says good Robin, 

I see well by thy fiure, 
If thou chear well to thy supper, 

Of mine thou takes no care, 

Who wants my dinner all this day, 

And wots not where to lie, 
And should I to the tavern go, 

I want money to buy. 

« 

* Sb««pish, or foolish, mm we should now saj. 
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Sir, thou must lend me some money 

Till we two meet again. 
The beggar answered cankerdly, 

I have no money to lend: 

Thou art as young a man as I, 
And seems to be as sweir;* 

If thou iiGist till thou get from me, 
Thou shalt eat none this year. 

Now, by my truth, says good Robin, 

Since we are *8embled so, 
If thou have but a small furthing, 

111 have it e*er thou go. 

Therefore, lay down thy clouted cloak. 

And do no longer stand. 
And loose the strings of all thy pocks, 

111 ripe them with my hand. 

And now to th^ I make a vow, 

If thou make any din, 
I shall see if a broad arrow. 

Can pierce a beggar's skin. 

The beggar smiled, and answer made. 

Far better let me be ; 
Think not that I will be afraid. 

For thy nipf crooked tree; 



* Lasy, indolent. 

t y^ (in Scotch), paring, shred, little bit: q, d, your paltry bit of 
stick or bird-bolt. 
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Or that I fear thee any whit. 

For thy cum* nips of sticks, 
I know no use for them so meet 

As to he padding-pricks-t 

Here I defy thee to do me ill. 

For all thy hoisteroos CsLie, 
Thoa*8t get nothing from me but ill, 

Would'st thou seek evermair. 

Good Robin bent his noble bow. 

He was an angeiy man. 
And in it set a broad arrow; 

Yet erst was drawn a span, 

The beggar, with his noble tree. 

Reached him so round a rout. 
That his bow and his broad arrow 

In flinders^ flew about. 

Good Robin bound§ him to his brand. 

But that prov*d likewise vain. 
The beggar Ughted on his hand 

With his pike-staff again: 

I wot he might not draw a sword 

For forty days and mair. 
Good Robin could not speak a word. 

His heart was never so sair. 

He could not fight, he could not flee. 
He wist not what to do; 

* An indefinite qaandty. — Scottieuwi, { Splinters, 

t Skewers that fitsten the pudding-btg. § Betook. 
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The beggar with his noble tree 
Laid lusty flaps him to. 

He paid good Robin back and side. 

And heft him up and down. 
And with his pike-staff still laid on hard, 

Till he fell in a swoon. 

Fy, stand up, man, the beggar said, 

Tis shame to go to rest; 
Stay still, till thou get my money, 

I think it were the best: 

And syne go to the tavern house. 

And buy both wine and ale; 
Uereat thy friends will crack full crouse. 

Thou hast been at a dale. 

Good Robin answered never a word. 

But ]ay still as a stane ; 
His cheeks were white as any day. 

And closed were his eyen. 

The beggar thought him dead but fail. 

And boldly bown'd away. — 
I would you had been at the dale. 

And gotten part of the play. 



[the second part.] 

Now three of Robin's men, by chance, 
Came walking by the way, 
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And found their master in a tnmoe. 
On gixHind where he did lay. 

Up hftTe thej taken good Bol»in« 

Making a piteoos beir,* 
Tet saw thej no man there at whom 

They mig^t the matter speir. 

Thej looked him all roond about* 
But woonds on him saw none, 

Tet at his month came boddng oatf 
The blood of a good vein. 

Cold water they have taken syne. 

And cast into his hce; 
Then he began to lift his eyne. 

And spake within short space; 

Tell us, dear master, said his men, 
How with yon stands the case? 

Good Robin 8igh*d e'er he began 
To tell of his disgrsce. 

** I have been watchman in this wood 

Near hand this forty year, 
Yet I was never so hard bestead 

As you have found me here ; 

A beggar with a clouted cloak. 

In whom I fear*d no ill, 
Hath with his pikestaff claw*d my back, 

I fear 'twill never be well. 



• NoiM>. "f Rtck — vomit. 
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See, where he goes o'er jonder hill. 

With hat upon his head; 
If e*er jou lov'd your master well, 

Go now revenge this deed ; 

And bring him back again to me, 

If it lie in your might. 
That I may see, before I die. 

Him punisht in my sight: 

And if you may not bring him back. 
Let him not go loose on; 

For to us all it were great shame 
If he escap't again." 

" One of us shall with you remain. 
Because you're il] at ease, 

The other two shall bring him back. 
To use him as you please." 

Now, by my troth, says good Robin, 
I trow there's enough said ; 

If he get scouth* to wield his tree, 
I fear youll both be paid. 

'* Be ye not fear'd, our good master. 
That we two can be dungf 

With any blutter| base begg&r, 
That has nought but a rung. 



• liberty. t Beaten, orercome. 

X BbUar, Blr. Bitson queries the meaning of this word. It is 
Mutter, a rumbling noise. — JamuotL, 
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His staff shall stand him in no stead. 
That you shall shortly see. 

But hack again he shall be led. 
And &st bound shall he be. 

To see if ye will have him slun, 
Or hangM on a tree.** 

*' But cast you slily in his way. 

Before he be aware, 
And on his pike-staff first hands lay, 

Youll speed the better fisir.** 

Now leave we Robin with his man. 

Again to play the child. 
And learn himself to stand and gang 

By haulds,* for all his eild.f 

Now pass we to the bold beggk*, 

That raked^ o*er the hill. 
Who never mended his pace no more. 

Nor he had done no ill. 

The young men knew the country ttdl. 
So soon where he would be,^ 

And they have taken another way. 
Was nearer by miles three. 

They rudely ran with all their might. 
Spared neither dub nor mire, 

They started neither at laigh nor hight, 
No travel made them tire, 



* Holds, hddiDg places, supports. f Age. X ^^k^ apace. 
§ Wanting in the original, and restored from the Aberdeen copy. 
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Till thej before the beggar wan, 

And oooet them in his way ; 
A little wood lay in a glen, 

And there they both did stay; 

They stood up closely by a tree. 

In ilk side of the gate. 
Until the beggar came them to. 

That thought not of such fate : 

And as he was betwixt them past. 

They leapt upon him baith ; 
The one his pike-staff gripped fiist. 

They feared for its scaith. 

The other he held in his sight 

A drawen dirk to his breast. 
And said, false carl» quit thy staff. 

Or I shall be thy priest. 

His pike-staff they have taken him frae. 

And stuck it in the green, 
He was full loath to let gae, 

If better might have been. 

The beggar was the fear*dest man 

Of one that ever might be. 
To win away no way he can. 

Nor help him with his tree. 

He wist not wherefore he was tane. 

Nor how many was there; 
He thought his life days had been gane. 

He grew into despair; 

VOL. II. I \ 
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Grant me my life, the beggar 

For him that died on tree. 
And take awaj that ugly knife. 

Or then for fear 111 die. 

I grier'd yon never in all my life. 

Nor late nor yet by ayre. 
Ye have great sin, if ye would slay 

A silly poor beggir. 

Thou lies, fidse lown, they said again, 

By all that may be sworn; 
Thou hast uear slain the gentlest man 

That ever ret was bom ; 

And back again thou shalt be led, 
And fast bound shalt thou be. 

To s(^ if he will have thee slain. 
Or hanged on a tree. 

The l»eggar then thought all was wrong, 
They were set for his wrack. 

He saw nothing appearing then, 
But ill upon worse back. 

Were he out of their hands, he thought, 

And had again his tree. 
He should not be had back for nought. 

With such as he did see. 

Then he bethought him on a wile, 

If it could take effect. 
How he the young men might beguile, 

And give them a begci^k. 
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Thus for to do them shame or ill. 

His beastly breast was bent, 
He found the wind grew something shril, 

To further his intent 

He said, Brave gentlemen, be good. 

And let the poor man be; 
When ye have taken a beggar's blood. 

It helps you not a flea. 

It was but in my own defence. 

If he hath gotten skaith; 
But I will make a recompense, 

Much better for you baith. 

If ye will set me safe and free. 

And do me no danger. 
An hundred pounds I will you give. 

And much more good silver, 

That I have gathered this many years. 

Under this clouted cloak. 
And hid up privately. 

In bottom of my pock. 

The young men to a council yeed, 

And let the beggar gae; 
They wist fiill well he had no speed 

From them to run away. 

They thought they would the money take. 

Come after what so may; 
And then they would not bring him back. 

But in that place him slay. 
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Rt that good Robin would not know 
That they had gotten eoin, 

It would content him for to show 
That there they had him slain. 

They said« Fake carl, soon have done, 
And tell forth thy mon^. 

For the ill turn that thou hast done 
Tis but a simple fee ; 

And yet we will not have thee back. 

Come after what so may. 
If thou will do that which thou spake. 

And make us present pay. 

O then he loosed his clouted cloak. 
And spread it on the ground. 

And thereon kid he many a pock, 
Retwixt them and the wind. 

He took a great bag from his base. 

It was near full of meal. 
Two pecks in it at least there was. 

And more I wot fuU well. 

Upon his cloak he laid it down. 
The mouth he opened wide, 

To tuni the same be made him bown. 
The young men ready spy*d; 

In every hand he took a nook 
Of that great leathern meal. 

And ^-ith a fling the meal he shook 
Into their faces hail: 
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Wherewith he hlinded them so close, 
A stime they could not see ; 

And then in heart he did rejoice, 
And clapt his lusty tree. 

He thought if he had done them wrong, 

In mealing of their deaths, 
For to strick off the meal again 

With his pikestaff he goes. 

Or any of them could red their eyne, 

Or could a glimm'ring see. 
Ilk one of them a dozen had 

Well laid on with the tree. 

The young men were right swift of foot, 

And boldly ran away, 
The beggar could them no more hit, 

For all the haste he may. 

What ails this haste? the beggar said. 

May ye not tarry still, 
Until your money be received? 

Ill pay you with good will. 

The shaking of my pocks, I fear. 
Hath blown into your eyne; 

But I have a good pike-staff here 
Can ripe them out full clean. 

The young men answered never a word, 
They were dumb as a stane ; 

In the thick wood the beggar fled. 
E'er they riped their eyne: 
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And svne the night became so late. 
To seek him was in vain: 

But judge je, if they looked blate. 
When they came home agvn. 



Good Robin spear'd how they had sped. 

They answer'd him. Full ill. 
That cannot be, good Robin says. 

Ye have been at the mill. 

The mill it is a meatrif place. 
They may lick what they please. 

Most like ye have been at that art, 
Who would look to your cloaths. 

They hang*d their heads, they droped down, 

A word they could not speak. 
Robin said, Because I fell Srswoon, 

I think youll do the like. 

Tell on the matter, less or more. 

And tell me where and how. 
Ye have done with the bold beggir 

I sent you for right now. 

And when they told him to an end, 

As I have said before, 
How that the beggar did them blind. 

What misters process more! 

And how he lin'd their shoulders broad 
With his great trenchen tree ;• 



* Theic two lines an* nstorctl from tlie Abi*nk*i'n ballad. 
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And Imw in th« thick irood he fled, 
EVr thej ■ •time could see; 

And bow tbej teuttilj could via home. 
Their bonM wen beA so myn ; 

Good Robin crj'd. F7I oat! for thamal 
We're nhani'd for 



Altho' good Robin would full fiun 
Of hin wrong revenged be. 

He Bmil'd to aee fail uMrrj young o 
Had ftoUen a tute of the tre«. 





ROBIN HOOD RESCUING THE WIDOWS 
THREE SONS FROM THE SHERIFF. 

VHEK OOIHO TO BE EXECUTED. 



This bdUd, from a York edition of " Robin Hood'a Gar- 
land," is probabl; one of the oldest extant of which he is 
the sntgecL In the more common editions ia-a modernised 
copj, in which the "silly old woman" is converted into "a 
guy ladji" but even this is more- ancieot than many of the 
peces here inserted, and is entitled bj its merit to a place, 
aajs Mr. Ritson, in my appendix. 

The circumstance of Robin's changing clothes with the 
palmer, is possibly taken from an old romance, entitled 
"The noble hystory of the mooet excellent and myghty 
prynce and hygh renowned knyght, Ponthus of Galjce, 
and of lytell Brytayne." Emprynted at London in Flete- 
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stivte, at the sjgne of the sonne, hy Wjnken de Worde, 
in the yere of our lorde Gode 1511, 4to. hi. sig. l 6. 
** And, as he (Ponthus) rode, he met with a poore palmer, 
l»eggynge his brede, the which had his gowne all clouted 
and an olde pylled hatte, so he alyght, and sayd to the 
palmer, frende, we shall make a chaunge of all our gar- 
mentes, for ye shall haye my gowne and I shall haye yours 
and your hatte. A, syr, sayd the palmer, ye bourde you 
with me. In good fayth, sayd Ponthus, I do not; so he 
dyspoyled hym and clad hym with all his rayment, and he 
put upon hym the poore mannes gowne, his gyrdell, his 
hosyn, his shone, his hatte and his burden.** 

There is an allusion, also, to this ballad in Anthony 
Munday 8 play of " The Downfall of Robert Earl of Hun- 
*UngVonr—CoUier'8 Old Plays, p. 41. 
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ROBIN HOOD RESCUING THE WIDOWS THREE SONS 

FROM THE SHERIFF. 



There are tweWe months in all the year. 

As I hear many say. 
But the merriest month in all the year 

Is the merry month of May. 

Now Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone, 
With a link a down, and a day. 
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And there he met a silly* old woman, 
Was weeping on the way. 

** What news? what news? thou silly old woman, 

What news hast thon for me?** 
Said she, there*8 three squires in Nottingham town. 

To-day are condemned to die. 

Oh, have they parishes burnt? he said. 

Or have they ministers slain. 
Or have they robbed any viigin. 

Or with other men's wives have lain? 

" They have no parishes burnt, good sir. 

Nor yet have ministers slain, 
Nor have they robl)ed any virgin. 

Nor with other men s wives have lain." 

Oh, what have they done? said Robin Hood, 

I pray thee tell to me. 
*' It 8 for slaying of the king*s fallow deer. 

Bearing their long bows with thee." 



Dost thou not mind, old woman, he said, 
Since thou made me sup and dine? 

By the truth of my body, quoth bold Robin Hood, 
You could not tell it in better time. 



* Tins word it here used in a good aenie, and does not mean that 
the woaum was fooluh. Its tme meaning may be best gathered 
firom its application to holy men, who were by their nature unsnspi- 
cioiis; it indicates a combination of virtue and simplicity. See 
Skinner, Jamieeoo, and Bicfaardson*s Diet 
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Now iiol.iii llood IS U) NoLtiiighuiii guiic, 

With a link, a down, and a day, 
And there he met with a ailly old palmer, 
Was walking along the highway. 



'* What news? what news? thou silly old man. 

What news, I do thee pray?" 
Said he, three squires in Nottingham town, 

Are condemned to die this day. 

'* Come change thy apparel with me, old man, 
Come change thy apparel for mine ; 

Here is forty shillings in good silver, 
Go drink it in beer or wine." 

Oh, thine apparel is good, he said. 

And mine b ragged and torn; 
Wherever you go, wherever you ride. 

Laugh ne*er an old man to scorn. 

*' Come change thy apparel with me, old churl, 
Come change thy apparel with mino; 

Here are twenty pieces of good broad gold. 
Go feast thy brethren with wine." 

Then he put on the old man s hat, 

It stood full high on the crown : 
'* The first bold bargain that 1 come at. 

It shall make thee come down." 

Then he put on the old man s cloak. 
Was patched black, blew, and red; 

He thought it uo shame, all the day long. 
To wear the liags of bread. 
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Then he put on the old nmns breeks. 

Was piich'd from bnllnp to side: 
Bt the trath of mj bodj, bold Robin can say. 

This man loT*d little pride. 

Then he pnl OD the old man's hose. 
Were palch*d from knee to wrist:* 

Bx the tnith of mj bodj, said bold Rolnn Hood, 
I'd laugh if I had anj list 

Then he pat on the old man's shoes. 
Were paich'd both beneath and aboon ; 

Then Robin Hood swore a solemn oath. 
It 8 ff9od habit that makes a man. 

Now Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone, 

With a link a down, and a down. 
And there he met with the proud sheriff. 

Was wdking along the town* 

Oh Christ Tou save, oh, sheriff, he said, 

Oh Christ you save and see;')' 
And what will you give to a silly old man 

To-day will your hangman be? 

Somo suits, some suits, the sheriff he said. 

Some suits 111 give to thee : 
Some suits, some suits, and pence 

To-day *s a hangman*s fee. 



* Huj substitution of the wrist for the ancle is quite illi*gitimate, 
and is used siilely for the rhyme. The wrist, is that joint which 
wrests or twists, L e. the junction of the hand and arm, and the term 
b inapplicable to any other. f Regard, protect. 
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Then Robin he tarns him round about. 

And jumps from stock to stone : 
Bj the truth of mj body, the sheriffe he said. 

That's well jumpt, thou nimble old man. 

I was ne*er a hangman in all roj life. 

Nor yet intend to trade ; 
But curst be he, said bold Robin, 

That first a hangman was made. 

IVe a iMig for moal, and a liag for malt. 

An<l A \mg for barley and com ; 
A bag for bn*ail, and a liag for (>oef. 

And a iMg for my little Hmall honi. 

1 have a hum in my pock^'t, 

I ^}i it from Robin Ho(m1, 
And still when I Het it to my moutli. 

For thee it blows little good. 

** Oh, wind thy horn, thou proud fellow. 

Of th<*e I have no doubt : 
I wish that thou give such a blast. 

Till both thy eyes fall out" 

The fim loud blabt that he did blow. 

He blew botli loud and shrill ; 
A hundred and fifty of Robin IJouds men 

Came riding over t]i«* hill. 

The neit loud blaat that he did gi%e. 

He blew kH>th loud and amajn. 
And quickly »iity of Robin UtHtti'h men 
nhining over the plain. 
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Oh, who an those, the eheriff he aaid. 

Come tripping over the lee? 
Thej're 107 tttimAtnta, hnje Baibm did sty, 

Thejll pftj a visit to thee. 

Thej took the gsIlowB fram the alack, 

Th<? set it in the glen, 
Tbej tung'd the proud sheriff on thai, 

And releaa'd their own three men. 





ROBIN UU<>D RESCUING THE THREE SQUIRES 
FROM NOTTINGHAM GALLOWS. 

This imng, anil ita tune, m th^ editor is infonnrnt b; his 
a^emoua friend, Edwd WillUms, the Welsh \mi, mn 
wM known in South Wales, bj the nanM ot Martkof fUu, 
i. *. Greeo knight. Though spparrDtlf ancient, it is not 
known to exist in kUdi letter, nor bu mij bett«r authoril* 
been met with than the common culUvtion of Aldenoat}'- 
—Ititjon. 
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ROMH HOOD KEacniKC THE TIIHCK MIUIHEB. 

Bold RoUn Uood ranging the ri>rrcBl all nmnd. 

The formt all round rangtil he; 
O there did be meet with a gay tmlv. 

She came weeping along the Lighoay. 
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Wbj weep vou, why weep you? bold Robin he said. 

What, weep you for gold or fee? 
Or do you weep for your maidenhead. 

That is taken bom your body? 

I weep not for gold, the lady reply*d. 

Neither do I weep for fee ; 
Nor do I weep for my maidenhead. 

That is taken from my body. 

What weep you for then? said jolly Robin, 

I prithee come tell unto me. 
*' Oh! I do weep for my three sons, 

For they are all condemned to die." 



What church have they robb*d? said jolly Robin, 

Or parish-priest have they slain? 
What maids have they forced against their will? 

Or with other men*s wives have lain? 

No church have they robb*d, this lady reply *d. 

Nor parish-priest have they slain ; 
No maids have they forced against their will. 

Nor with other men s wives have lain. 

What have they done then? said jolly Robin, 

Come tell me most speedily. 
*' Oh! it is for killing the king's follow deer, 

That they are all condemn *d to die." 

Get vou home, get you home, said jolly Robin, 

Get you home most speedily, 
And I will unto fair Nottingham go. 

For the sake of the squiros all three." 
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Then l)old Robin Hood for Nottingham goes, 

For Nottingham town goes he, 
O there did he meet with a poor beggar-man. 

He came creeping along the highway. 



** What news, what news, thon old beggar-man? 

What news, come tell unto me.** 
** there's weeping and wailing in Nottingham town, 

For the death of the squires all three/* 

This beggar-man had a coat on his back, 

Twas neither green, yellow, nor red ; 
Bold Robin Hood thought *t^*as no disgrace 

To be in the l)eggar-man*8 stead. 

" Come, pull off thy coat, thou old beggar-man. 

And thou shalt put on mine; 
And forty good shillings 111 give thee to boot, 

Besides brandy, good beer, ale and wine." 



Bold Robin Hood then unto Nottingham came. 

Unto Nottingham town came he; 
O there did he meet with great master sheriff. 

And likewise the squires all three. 

One boon, one boon, said jolly Robin, 

One boon I beg on my knee ; 
That, as for the death of these three squires, 

Their hangman I may be. 

Soon granted, soon granted, sa}'s master sheriff. 

Soon granted unto thee; 
And tliou shalt have all tlieir gay doathing. 

Aye, and all their white money, 
vol. II. \. \. 
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" Oh, I will have none of their gay cloftthing. 

Nor none of their white momy. 
Bat 111 have three bkats on my bugle-hom. 

That their eoula to heaven may flee.** 

Then Rohin Hood mounted the gallows so high* 

Where he blew loud and shrill. 
Till an hundred and ten of Robin Hood^s men 

Game marchi]|g.down the green hill. 

Whose men are the&e? says master sheriff^ 

Whose men are they? tell unto me. 
<* O they are mine, but none!of thine, 

And are come for the squires all three." 

O take them, take them, says great master sheriff, 

O take them along with thee; 
For there s never a man in (air Nottingham 

Can do the like of thee. 





HoniN Iinoi) AND ALUN A DALE. 

Or. I plawant rvUui>n how m joung geDdeman, being in 
I'lic witli H Touiig dunsel, iihc ms uken Crom him to 
!-■ an old kiiigbt't l>ride: and how Kobin Uood, pitQring 
(Ik- juun|{ muia caw, look her from the old knight, 
wbni they were going to be muryed, snd mtored her 
ti> her own love again. To a pleaiant northern tone, 
lUibat lltK/d IN (A' grten-itovd ititoJ. 



fnn an old black-lettrr «>p7 in M^or Pennon'i coll«ctian. 

— AlMN. 
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(.'one listen la m«, jou galUnta to ft-M-. 

All you that loTe mirth for to brar, 
And I wilt I.II T'xi of a hold oiitlu*. 

'llwi liM-l HI N-tliiigham-diiTv. 
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As Rubin Hood in the forest stood. 
All under the green-wood tree. 

There he was aware of a biave young mau, 
As fine as fine might be ; 

The youngster was doathed in scarlet red. 

In acariet fine and gay; 
And he did firisk it over the plain, 

And chanted a round-de-lay. 

As Robin Hood next morning stood 

Amongst the leayes so gay. 
There did he espy the same young man, 

Come drooping along the way. 

The scarlet he wore the day before 

It was clean cast away ; 
And at every step he fetcht a sigh, 

" Alack and a well a day!*' 



Then btep|)ed forth brave Little John, 

And Midge the miller's son. 
Which made the young man bend his bow. 

When as he see them come. 

Stand off, stand off, the young man said. 

What is vour will with me? 
" You must come before our master straight, 

Under yon green- wood tree." 

And when he came bold Robin befoiv, 

Kobiii askt him courtfoiLslv, 
O. ha.st tliou i\ny m<iin»y to spun* 

For niv morrv iiu'U and me? 
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I have no money, Uie young man said. 

But five shillings and a ring; 
And that I have kept this seven long yeara» 

To have it at my wedding. 

Yesterday I should have married a maid, 

But she from me was tane. 
And chosen to be an old knight's delight. 

Whereby my poor heart is slain. 

• 
What is thy name? tlien said Robin Hood, 

Come tell me, without any DguI. 

By the faith of my body, then said the young man. 

My name it is Allin a Dale. 

Wliat wilt thou give me, said Robin Hood, 

In ready gold or fee. 
To help thee to thy true love again, 

And deliver her unto thee? 

I have no money, then quoth the young man. 

No ready gold nor fee, 
But I will swear upon a book 

Thy true servant for to be. 

" How many miles is it to thy true love? 

Come tell me without guile." 
By the (aith of my body, then said the young man. 

It is but five little mile, 

Then Robin be hasted over the plain. 

He did neither stint nor lin. 
Until ho came unto the church, 

Where Allin should keep his wedding. 



\ 
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What hftBt thou here? the bishop then said, 

I prithee now tell ante me. 
I am a bold harper, quoth Robin Hood, 

And the best in the north country. 

O welcome* O welcome, the bishop he said. 

That mnsick best pleaseth me. 
You shall hare no musick, quoth Robin Hood, 

mi the bride and the bridegroom I see. 

With that came in a wealthy knight. 

Which was both graTO and old, 
And after him a finikin lass, 

Did shine like the glistering gold. 

This is not a fit match, quod bold Robin Hood, 
That jou do seem to make Jiere, 

For since we are come into the church. 
The bride shall cbuse her own dear. 

Then Robin Hood put his horn to his mouth, 

And blew blasts two or three ; 
When four and twenty bowmen bold 

Came leaping over the lee. 

And when they came into the church-yard, 

Marching all on a row, 
The first man was Allin a Dale, 

To give bold Robin his bow. 

This is thy true love, Robin he said, 

Young Allin, as I hear say ; 
And vou sliall be married at this same time, 

Before we depart away. 
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That itMll DM be, tbe liixbop be Mi<l, 

For thj <ronl iImII not sUnd : 
TIm7 shall ba tbrw limea ukt in tbo church. 

Am tbe kw it of our land. 

VMa Hum) pnll'd off Ibe biabop's ooat. 

And pnt it upon Little John; 
Bj the bith <^ my bodj, then Robin saiil, 

Thia cloth dotb make tbee a man. 

When Little J<^ went into the quire, 

The penple be^m to laugh ; 
He askt them aevea time* into church, 

Leet three timea abould not be enough. 

Who givea me tbia m«td? aaid Little John, 

Qnotli Robin Hood, that do I ; 
And be that lake* her from Allin a Dale, 

Full dearlr he ahall ber liu; 

And thna baTing ended this roeiry wedding, 

Tbp bride lookt like ■ queen ; 
And ao ibey relum'd tn the merry green-wood, 

Amongat tbe leuTtj* m green. 





ROBIN HOOD AND THE TINKER. 



From an old blsck-letl^r <xipy in the library of Anthony a 
Wood. The M\ title is, 

" A ifw long to drire &way cold wintn', 
BctvKD R4^n Hood ud the jorUl tinknr: 
now Robin bj > wil?. 
Til* Tinkpr h* did che«t; 
Bat Bt tb« len^h m yon (hnll hen 
IV Tinker did bim b*u, 
Whereby lb* ume tbpv did Ifaen m> fnt 
Thtij after lii'd in \oxt and unity. 

To (he time of, /■ Snmmir liw." 

Compared with a ballad in the Roxburgh collection. 
The number of namifi (see p. 371} inserted in the imprint, 
would seem m inijilv thnt tins Imllad was very popular. 
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ROBIK HOOD AND THK TINKER. 

In summer time, when leaves grow green, 

Down, a down, a down. 
And birds singing on every tree, 

Hey down, a down, a down. 
Robin Hood went to Nottingham, 

Down, a down, a down. 
As fast as hee could dree.* 

Hey down, a down, a down. 

And as hee came to Nottingham, 

A tinker he did meet. 
And seeing him a lusty blade. 

He did him kindly greet. 

Where dost thou live? quoth Robin Hood, 

I pray thee now me tell : 
Sad news I hear there is abroad, 

I fear all is not well. 

What is that news? the tinker said, 

Tell me without delay: 
I am a tinker by my trade. 

And do live in Banburay. 




Dree properiy signiBes to endure or suffer, and Jamieson in his 
onary ezplaint the Anglo-Saxon drtog-an, from which drte ia de- 
!, as radically the same with drag-wa^ to draw, to drag along, 
it is metaphorically used, in reference to the labour of travel- 
and is explained by Mr. Ritson as Aye, which means to hasten 
ove quickly. 
VOL. II. M M 
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As for the news, quoth Robin Hood, 

It is but as I hear, 
Two tinkers they were set i*th* stocks. 

For drinking ale and beer. 

If that be a]l« the tinker eaid. 

As I may say to you. 
Your news is not ivorth a , 



Since that they all be true. 

For drinking of good ale and beer. 

You will not lose your part 
Xo, by my £uth, quoth Robin Hood, 

I love it with all my heart. 

What news abroad? quoth Robin Hood, 
Tell me what thou dost hear: 

Seeing thou goest from town to town, 
Somo news thou need not fear. 

All the news I have, the tinker said, 

J hear it is for good, 
It IS to seek a bold outlaw. 

Which thev call Robin Hood. 

I have a warrant from the king, 

To take him where J can; 
If vou can tell me where he is, 

I will make you a man. 

The king would give a hundred pound. 
That he could but him sre; 

And if we can but now him get. 
It will sene tlice and me. 
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Let me see that wairant, said Robin Hood, 

He see if it be right; 
And I will do the best I can 

For to take him this night. 

That will I not, the tinker said. 

None with it will I trust; 
And where he is if joull not tell. 

Take him by force I must 

But Robin Hood perceiving well 

How then the game would go, 
*' If jou would go to Nottingham, 

We shall find him I know.** 

The tinker had a crab-tree staff. 

Which was both good and strong, 
Robin he had a good strong blade; 

So they went both along. 

And when they came to Nottingham, 

There they both tooke an inn ; 
And there they call'd for ale and wine. 

To drink it was no sin. 

But ale and wine they drank so £Ei8t, 

That the tinker he forgot 
What thing he was about to do ; 

It fell 80 to his lot. 

That while the tinker fell asleep, 

Robin made then haste away. 
And left the tinker in Uie lurch, 

For tlie great shot to pay. 
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But when the tinker wakened. 

And saw tliat he was gone. 
He call'd then even for his host. 

And thus he made his moan : 

I had a warrant finom the king. 
Which might have done me good. 

That is to take a bold outlaw. 
Some call him Robin Hood : 

But now mj warrant and money's gone. 

Nothing I have to pay; 
But he that promised to be my friend. 

He is gone and fled away. 

That frien«l you tell on, said the host. 

They call him Robin Hood ; 
And wheu tliat tirbt he met with you. 

He meant you little good. 

** Had 1 but kiiouii it Imd been he, 

When tliat I had him here, 
Th' one of us should have tri'd our strength, 

Whicli should have paid full dear. 

In the mean time I ^ill away, 

No longer here He bide, 
But I will go and seek him out, 

Wliatever do me betide. 

But one thing I would gladly know. 

What here I hav«j to pay? 
Tt'ii slnllin«^N just, then siiid the host. 

•• lie j»ay without delay; 
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Or el9« take here tuy working-bag. 

And mj good hammer too; 
And if that I but light on the kuave, 

I will then itoon [lay jou.** 

The only way, then said the host. 

And not to stand in fear, 
la Id seek him among the parks. 

Killing of the king's deer. 

The tinker he then went with speed. 

And made then no delay. 
Till he hail found liold liobin Hood, 

That tliey might have a fniy. 

And last he spr'd hira in a park. 

Hunting then of the deer; 
What knave is tliat, <)uoth Robin Hood, 

That dotli aime me so near? 

No knave, no knave, the tinker said. 
And tliat you soon shall know; 

Whether of u^ liatli done mo?^t wrong. 
My crab-tree sttafT shall show. 

Then Robin dn*w his gallant blade. 

Made tij«*n of trusty 8te«*l ; 
But the tinker he laid on so fast. 

That he maiie Robin rt*el. 

Tbra Robin's anger dj<l arin^*. 

He fought right manfully. 
futil he had maile the tinkfT 

Almost thvn tit to flv. 
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With that thej had a hoiit again. 
They plv*d their weapons fast; 

The tinker threah'd his hones so sore. 
He made him jeeld at last 

A hoon, a boon, Robin he cries. 

If thoQ will grant it me ; 
Before I do it, the tinker said. 

He hang thee on this tree. 

But the tinker looking him about, 

Robin his horn did blow; 
Then came unto him Little John, 

And William Scadlock too. 

Wliat is the matter, quoth Little John, 
You sit ou th* highway side? 

'* Here is a tinker that stands by. 
That liath ])aid well my hide.** 

That tinker then, said Little John, 
Faiu that blade I would see. 

And I would try what I could do. 
If hel do as much for me. 

But I^bin he then wish*d them both 
They should the quarrel cease. 

That henceforth we may be as one. 
And ever live in peace. 

And for the jovial tinker s part, 
A hundred pounds He give 

lu th* vtar for to mountain him on. 
As ]on{^ as Iw doth li\(>. 
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In manhood he is a mettle-man. 

And a metal-man by trade ; 
Never thought I that any man 

Should have made me so afraid. 

And if he will be one of us. 

We will take all one £Bure; 
And whatsoever we do get» 

He shall have his full share. 

So the tinker was content 

With them to go along. 
And with them a part to take : 

And so I end my song. 
Hey down, Ac. 

Printed for F. Colea, J. Vere, J. Wright, J. Clarke, 
W. Thaokerny, and T. Passenger. 





ROBIN HOOD AND THE RAKGER; 



No andent copr of this bsllad having beea met nith, it is 
given from an edition of " RoUn Hood's GarUnd," printed 
some yean Bince at York. The tune is Arthur a Bland. 
— Uifott. 
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XOBIN HOOD AKD THE I 



When Pbcebus had melted the 'sickles of ice, 
With a hey domi, Ac. 

And likenis^ (he mountains of snow. 
Bold Itohin Hood he n-ould ramble awAv, 

To frolick aliroad nidi his boir. 
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^Vc l(;ti all his mern' men \vailin«; Kcliind, 
Wliilst through the green vallies he passed, 
^^liere he did hehold a forester bold, 
Who ay'd oat^ Friend, whither so fast? 

# 

I am going, quoth Robin, to kill a £Bit buck. 

For me and mj merry men all; 
Besides, ere I go. 111 have a Hat doe. 

Or else it shall cost me a fidl. 

You*d best have a care, said the forester then, 

For these are his majesty^s deer; 
Before you shall shoot, the thing 111 dispute. 

For I am head forester here. 

These thirteen long summers, quoth Robin, I*m sure, 
My arrows I here have let flv, • 

Where freely I range; methinks it is strange. 
You should have more power than I. 

This forest, quoth Robin, I think is my own. 

And so are the nimble deer too; 
Therefore I declare, and solemnly swear, 

111 not be affronted by you. 

The forester he had a long quarter staff, 

Likewise a broad sword by his side; 
Without more ado, he presently drew. 

Declaring the truth should be try*d. 

Bold Robin Hood had a sword of the best. 

Thus, ere he would take any wrong. 
His courage was flush, he*d venture a brush, 

And thus they fell to it ding dong. 
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'274 BOBIN HOOD 

The very first blow Uiat the forester gave. 
He made his broad weapon cry twaug; 
Twas over the head, he fell down for dead, 

that was a damnable bang! 

Bat Robin he soon reoover*d himself, 

And brsvelj fell to it again; 
The very next stroke their weapons they broke. 

Yet never a man there was slain. 

At quarter staff then they resolved to play. 
Because they would have t'other bout; 

And brave Robin Hood right valiantly stood. 
Unwilling he was to give out. 

Bold Robin he gave him very hard blows. 
The other returned them as tast; 

At every stroke their jackets did smoke ; 
Three hours the combat did last. 

At length in a rage the forester grew, 
And cudgeird bold Robin so sore, 

That he could not stand, so shaking his hand. 
He err'd, let us freely give o'er. 

Thou art a brave fellow, I needs must confess, 

1 never knew any so good; 

Thou art fitting to be a yeoman for me. 
And range in the meny green-wood. 

Ill give thee this ring as a token of love. 
For bravely thou hast acted thy part ; 

That man tliat can tight, in him I delight. 
And love him with all mv whole heart. 
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Robin Hood net hin hugl^ horn to hin mouth, 

A blast then he merrilj blows ; 
His jeomen did hear» and strmit did appear, 

K hundred with trusty long bows. 

Now Little John came at the head of them all, 

Cloth*d in a rich mantle of green; 
And likewise the rest were gloriously drest, 

K delicate sight to be seen ! 

Lo! thene are my yeomen, said bold Robin Hood, 

And tliou Hlialt be one of the train; 
A mantle and bow. and quiver also, 

I give them whom I entertain. 

The forester willingly enter'd the list. 

They were surh a beautiful sight; 
Then with a long l»ow they shot a (at doe, 

And made a rich supper that night. 

What singing and dancing was in the green wood. 

For joy of another new mate ! 
With might and delight they spent all tlie night. 

And liT*d at a plentiful rate. 

The forester ne'er wsm so merry before. 
As then he was with thei^e brave souls. 

Who never would (ail, in wine, beer, or ale. 
To take off their cherishing bowls. 

Then Robtn Hood gave him a numtle of green. 

Broad arrows and curious long Intw : 
This done, the next day, m gallant and gay. 

He marrhed them all in a row. 
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Quoth he, my bi»Te )-eomen, be true to your trust. 
And then ve may mage the woods wide. 

They all did declare, and solemnly swear. 
They would conquer, or die by his side. 





ROBIN HOOD AND THE BISHOP OF 
HEKEFOKD. 



Thib «xc«tlent bsllad, given from tlie cummoD editiou of 
Aldennaij cburch-jard (oomfNued with tbe York copy), is 
Buppowd to be modeni : tbe story, however, seems alluded 
to in the ballad of " Renowned Rolnn Hood." The full 
title is " The bishop of Hereford's entertainment by Robin 
Hood and Little John, Ik. in merry Bamsdale." — RUton. 



XXXIII. 

ROBIN HOOD iSD THE BIBROP C 



HEREFOBP. 



Some they will talk of bold Robin Hood, 

And some of barons bold ; 
But 111 toll you bow he senr'd the bishop of Hereford, 

When he robb'd him of his golil. 
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As it befel iu merrr Bamsdale, 

All under the green-wood tree, 
The bishop of Hereford wis to come by. 

With all his company. 

Come, kill me a ven'son, said bold Bobia Hood. 

Come, kill me a good fiU deer. 
The bishop of Hereford is to dine with me to-daj. 

And he shall paj well for his cheer. 

Well kill a (at ven'son, said bold Robin Hood, 

And dress it by the highway side; 
And we will watch the bishop narrowly, 

Lest some other way he should ride. 

Robin Hood dressed himself in shepherd's attire. 

With six of his men also ; 
And, when the bishop of Hereford came by. 

They about the fire did go. 

O what is the matter? then said the bishop. 
Or for whom do you make this a-do? 

Or why do you kiU the king s ven*son. 
When your company is so few? 

We are shepherds, said l)old Robin Hood, 

And we keep sheep all the year. 
And we are disposed to be merry this day. 

And to kill of the king*s fat deer. 

You are brave fellows! said the bishop, 
And the king of your doings shall know: 

Therefore make liaste, and come along with me, 
For before the king you shall go. 
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O (>ardon, O pardon, said bold Robin Hood, 

O pardon, I thee pray! 
For it becomes not your lordship's coat 

To take so many lives away. 

No pardon, no pardon, said the bishop. 

No pardon I thee owe; 
Therefore make haste, and come along with me, 

For before the king you shall go. 

Then Robin set his back Against a tree. 

And his foot against a thorn. 
And from underneath his shepherd s coat 

He puird out a bugle horn. 

Ue put the little end to his mouth, 

And a loud blast did he blow. 
Till threescore and ten of bold Robin s men 

Came running all on a row : 

All making obeysance to bold Robin Hood, 

Twas a comely sight for to see. 
What is the matter, master, said Little John, 

That you blow so hastilie? 

*• here is the bishop of Hereford, 

And no pardon we shall have.** 
Cut off his head, master, said Little John, 

And throw him into his grave. 

O pardon, O pardon, said the bishop, 

pardon, I thee pray; 
For if I had known it had been you, 

rd have gone some other way. 
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No pardon, no pardon, said bold Robin Hood, 

No pardon I tbee owe; 
Therefore make haste, and come along with me. 

For to merry Bamsdale jou shall go. 

Then Robin he took the bishop by the hand. 

And led him to merry Bamsdale; 
He made him to stay and sup with him that night, 

And to drink wine, beer, and ale. 

Call in a reckoning, said the bishop. 
For methinks it grows wond*rous high. 

Lend me your purse, master, said Little John, 
And 111 tell you bye and bye. 

Then Little John took the bishop s cloak. 

And spread it upon the ground. 
And out of the bishop's portmantua 

He told three hundred pound. 

Here's money enough, master, said Little John, 

And a comely sight 'tis to see ; 
It makes me in charity with the bishop, 

Tho' he heartily loveth not me. . 

Robin Hood took the bishop by the hand, 

And he caused the music to play; 
And he made the [old] bishop to dance in his boots, 

And glad he could so get away. 




THE KING'S DISGUISE, AND FRIENDSHIP 
WITH ROBIN HOOD. 



T«k«ii by Mr. Ritson from the commou collection of 

Aldenn&rj'-churcli-yard, and now compared witlt one 

in the York edition. 



A.ND I'ltlEXDSKII' 
KOBIK Hoon. 

Krso Richard hearing of the pranks 
Of Rohin Hood and his meu, 

He much a<)mir'd, and more desir'il. 
To see both him and tliem. 
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Then with a dozen of his lords. 

To Nottingham he rode ; 
When he came there, he made good cheer. 

And took ap his abode. 

He having stayed there some time. 

Bat had no hopes to speed, 
He and his lords, with one accord, 

All put on monks* weeds. 

From Fountain's-abbej thej did ride, 

Down to Bamesdale; 
Where Robin Hood prepared stood 

All company to assail. 

The king was higher than the rest, 

And Robin thought, he had 
An abbot been whom he had seen. 

To rob him he was glad. 

He took the king's horse by the head, 

Abbot, says he, abide; 
I am bound to sue such knaves as you, 

That live in pomp and pride. 

But we are messengers from the king. 

The king himself did say ; 
Near to this place his royal grace 

To speak with thee does stay. 

God save the king, said Robin Hood, 

And all that wish him well ; 
He that denies his sovereignty, 

I wish he was in hell. 



Ihysf-lf thou cursedst, said llie king, 

For thou a traitor art. 
" Nay, but that jou are his messenger, 

I swear you lie in heart; 

For I nerer yet hurt any man 

That honest is and true ; 
But those who give their minds to live 

Upon other men*8 due. 

I never hurt the husbandmen. 

That use to till the ground : 
Nor spill their blood who range tlie wood. 

To follow hawk or hound. 

My chiefest spite to clergy is. 

Who in these days bear sway ; 
With fiyars and monks, and their fine spunks, 

I make my chiefest prey. 

But I am glad, says Robin Hood, 

That I have met you here ; 
Before we end, you shall, my friend, 

Taste of our green- wood cheer.'* 



The king he then did marvel much, 

And so did all his men; 
They thought with fear, what kind of cheer, 

BolHn would provide for them. 

BolHn took the king's horse by the head. 

And led him to his tent : 
Thou shouldst not be so us*d, quoth he. 

But that my king thee sent 
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Nay, in(»re tlian Uiat, quoth KuUu Hood, 

For good king Richard*8 sake. 
If you had as much gold as ever I told, 

I would not one penny take. 

Then Robin set his horn to his mouUi, 

And a loud blast he did blow. 
Till a hundred and ten of Robin Hood s men. 

Came marching all of a row. 

And when they came bold Robin before. 

Each man did bend his knee: 
O, thought the king, 'tis a galhint thing. 

And a seemly sight to see. 

Within himself the king did say. 

These men of Robin Hood s 
More humble be than mine to me; 

So the court may learn of the woods. 

So then they all to dinner went, 

U|)on a carpet green ; 
Black, yellow, red, finely mingled. 

Most curious to he seen. 

Venison and fowls were plenty there. 

With iish out of the river: 
King Richard swore, on sea or shore, 

He never was feasted better. 

Then Robin takes a cann of ale : 

•* Cf»m«*. let us n«iw iH'gin : 
And p\vr\ iimn slml] ]invt> Iiis cann: 

lit'r('"> a health nnto tlio kinj»." 
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Tb^ king himself drank to th<* king. 

So roun<l alioiit it went; 
Ttvo liaiTels of ale, both stout and stale. 

To pledge tliat health was spent. 

And, after that, a bowl of wine 

In his hand took Robin Hood ; 
Until T die, 111 drink wine, said he, 

Wliile I live in the green-wood. 

Beod all jour bows, said Kobin Hood, 

And mith tlie grey goose-wing. 
Such sftort now show, as jon would do 

In the presence of the king. 

Thev sh«*wetl such brave arrhen*. 

By f'leaving f«ticks and wand<<. 
That the king did say, such men as they 

Live not in many lands. 

Well, flr>bin H<»o<!, then says the king. 

If I f-«mlil thy |«rdon get. 
To srnf the king in evfry thing 

Would^it thou thv mind firm set? 

Yes, with all mv heart. UAd Ilobin said. 

So they flung off their hoods. 
To terre the king in every tiling. 

They »wi»re iln-y would npend their bbiods. 

For a clergyman was first my l«ne. 

Which nuik»*s me hat*' t}i«»m all. 
But if Toil will lie Ml kind U* me. 

I^%e fbem again I sliall. 
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The king no longer could forbear. 
For be was mov*d with ruth, 

Bolnn, said he, 111 now tell thee 
The venr naked truth. 

" I am the king, thy aorereign king. 
That appears before jou all.** 

When Robin saw that it was he, 
Strait then he down did fiedl. 

Stand up again, then said the king, 

111 thee thy pardon give ; 
Stand up, mv friend ; who can contend, 

WTien I give leave to live? 

So they are all gone to Nottingham, 

All shouting as they came : 
But when the people them did see. 

They thought the king was slain; 

And for that cause th* outlaws were come. 

To rule all as they list; 
And them to shun, which way to run, 

The people did not wist. 

The plowman left the plow in the field. 
The smith ran from his shop; 

Old folks also, that scarce could go. 
Over their sticks did hop. 

The king did soon let them understand 
lie liad U^eii in i\\v gn*en-wtKHl, 

And fn»m lliat <lav, for evcrmoro, 
Ilt'\l fni^ixtn K<)l>in lloud. 
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And that the truth was known, 
Thej all did sing, Ood aave the king! 
Hang care, the town's our own! 

What's that BMn Hood? then said the sherifT, 

lliatTailetldohate; 
Both me and mine he caiis*d to dine, 

And senr'd us all with one plate. 

Ho, ho, said Rohin Hood, I know what you mriiii, 

Come, take your gold again ; 
Be friends with me, and I with thee, 

And so with every man. 

Now, master sliorifT, you are paid. 

And since you are beginner, 
And well as you give me my due, 

For you ne'er paid for that dinner. 

But if that it should please the king, 

So much your house to grace. 
To sup with you, for, to speak true, 

I know you ne*cr was l>ase. 

• 
The sheriff could not that gainsay, 

For a trick was put upon him ; 

A supper was drest, the king was a guest. 

But he thought 'twould have outdone him. 

Thej are all gone to London court, 

Robin Hood, with all his train ; 
He once was there a noble peer, 

And now he's there again. 
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Hany such pnuiks brave Ilobin play*d, 
While he iiv*d in the green- wood: 

Now, mj friend, attend, and hear an end 
Of honest Robin Hood. 




^^^'lUN ii(M)i) ANP 'riir: (.olma .\i;i:<>\v 



^^^'ii from the same authority as tlie preceding, and com- 
pared >\ith the York edition. 
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ROBIX HOOD AND THK OOI.DKS AIMKiW. 

When as the sheriiT of Nottingham 

Was oome with mickle grief, 
He talked no good of Robin Hood, 

That strong and sturdy thief. 
Fal la dal de. 

So unto London road he past, 

His losses to unfold 
To king Richard, who did regard 

The tale that he had told. 
TOL. n. p V 
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Wlij. quoth the king, what shall I do? 

Art thou not sheriff for me? 
The law is in force, to take its ooune 

Of them that iigure thee. 

Oo get thee gone, and by thyself 

Derise some tricking game. 
For to enthnl yon rebela all; 

Go take thy course with them. 

So away the sheriff he retam'd. 

And by the way he thought 
Of th* words of the king, and how the thing 

To pass might well be brought 

For within his mind he imiagined. 
That when such matches were. 

Those outlaws stout, without all doubt. 
Would be the bowmen there. 

So an arrow with a golden head. 

And shaft of silver- white. 
Who on the day should bear away 

For his own proper right. 

Tidings came to bold Robin Hood, 

Under the green-wood tree : 
'* Come prepare you then, my merry men, 

Well go yon sport to see." 

With that stept forth a brave young man, 

David of Doncaster, 
Master, said he, l>e rul'd by me, 

From die green- wood well not stir. 
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Yon match it is a wile; 
The sheriff, I wiss, devises this 

Us arohers to beguile. 

Thoa smells of a coward, said Robin Hood, 

Thy words do not please me; 
Come on*t what will. 111 try my skill, 

At yon brave archery. 

O then bespoke brave Little John, 

Come let us thither gang; 
Oome, listen to me, how it shall be, 

That we need not be kenn*d. 

Our mantles all of Lincoln-green 

Behind us we will leave; 
VTell dress us all so several. 

They shall not us perceive. 

One shall wear white, another red. 

One yellow, another blue ; 
Thus in disguise, to the exercise 

Well gang, whatever ensue. 

Forth from the green-wood they are gone, 

With hearts all firm and stout, 
Basolving then with the sherifiTs men 

To have a hearty bout. 

So themselves they mixdd with the rest, 

To prevent all suspicion ; 
For if they should together hold 

They thought it no discretion. 
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So the shehtT looked round about, 

Amongst eight hundred men, 
But could not see the sight that he 

Had long suspected then. 

Some said, if Robin Hood ivas here. 

And aU his men to boot, 
Sure none of them could pass these men. 

So bravely they do shoot. 

Ay, quoth the sheriff, and scratched his head, 
I thought he would have been here ; 

I thought he would, but tho* he*8 bold. 
He durst not now appear. 

O that word griev'd Robin Hood to the heart. 

He vexed in his blood; 
£re long, thought he, thou shalt well see 

That here was Robin Hood. 

Some cried. Bluejacket! another cried. Brown! 

And a third cried, brave Yellow ! 
But the fourth man said. Yon man in Red 

In this place has no fellow. 

For that was Robin Hood himself. 

For he was cloath'd in red ; 
At every shot the prize he got. 

For he was l)oth sure and dead. 

So the arrow with the golden head. 

Ami shaft of silver->vhiu\ 
Bnive Kobin Hood won, and lK)re with him. 

For his own iirojHr right. 
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Tliebc outlaws there, that very day. 

To shun all kmds of doubt. 
By three or four, no less nor more. 

As they went in came out; 

Until they all assemUed were 

Under the green-wood shade. 
Where they report, in pleasant sporty 

What braye pastime they made. 

Says Robin Hood, all my care is. 

How that yon sheriff may 
Know certainly that it was I, 

That bore his arrow away. 

Says Little John, my counsel good 

Did take effect before. 
So therefore now, if youll allow, 

I will advise once more. 

Speak on, speak on, said Robin Hood, 

Thy wit*s both quick and sound. 
I know no man among us can 

For wit like thee be found. 

This I advise, said Little John, 

That a letter shall be penn*d. 
And when it is done, to Nottingham 

Ton to the sheriff shall send. 

That is well advised, said Robin Hood, 

But how must it be sent? 
^ Pugh! when you please, 'tis done with ease; 

Master, be you content. 
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Ill Stick it on my arrow's head. 

And shoot it into the town; 
The mark will show where it must go, 

Whenerer it lights down.** 

The pnyect it was well perform'd. 

The sheriff that letter had. 
Which when he read, he scratch'd his head. 

And ny'd like one that's mad. 

So well leave him chafing in his grease. 

Which wiU do him no good : 
Now, my fiiends, attend, and hear the end 

Of honest Robin Hood. 





ROBIN HOOD AND UTTLE JOHN: 
Bfliug an account of their first meeting, their fierce en- 
counter, and conquesL To which is added, tbeir friendly 
agreement; and how he came to be called Little John. 
Tune of Arthur a Bland. 



This ballad ia named in a Bchednle of such things ODder 
an agreement between W. Thackeray and others in 168B, 
(Coll. Pepys, vol. v.), but is here given as corrected from a 
copy in the "Collection of Old Ballads," 1728. See pre- 
face, p. xiii. xiv., &c. tar an account of Litde John, also 
in the " Collection of Old Ballads," vol. i. p. T&. 
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BOBIN HOOD AND LTITLE JOHN. 

Whek Robin Hood was about twenty Tears old, 
With B hey down, down, and a down; 

He happen 'd to meet with Little John, 
A jolly brisk blade, right fit for the trade, 

For he was a lusty young man. 
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The* he was called Little, his limbs they were Urge, 
And his stature was seven foot high; 

Wherever he came, thej qiiak*d at his name. 
For soon he would make them to fly. 



How they came acquainted. 111 tell you in hrief^ 

If you would hut listen awhile ; 
For this veiy jest, among all the rest, 

I think it may cause you to smile. 

For Robin Hood said to his jolly bowmen. 

Pray tarry you here in this grove ; 
And see that you all observe well my call. 

While thorough the forest I rove. 

We have had no sport for these fourteen long days. 

Therefore now abroad will I go; 
Now should I be beat, and cannot retreat. 

My bom I wiU presently blow. 

Then did he shake hands with his meny men all. 

And bid them at present good bye : 
Then, as near the brook his journey be took, 

A stnmger he chanc*d to espy. 

They happened to meet on a long narrow bridge. 
And neither of them would give way ; 

Quoth bold Robin Hood, and sturdily stood, 
111 shew you right Nottingham play. 

With that from his quiver an arrow he drew, 

A bruad arrow witii a goose-wing. 
The stranger replied, 111 liquor thy hide. 

If thou offer to touch the string. 
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Quoth bold Robin Hood, thou dost prate like an ass, 

For were I to bend but my bow, 
I could send a dart quite thro* thy proud heart. 

Before thou couldst strike me one blow. 

Thou talk'st like a coward, the stranger reply'd; 

Well ann*d with a long bow you stand. 
To shoot at my breast, while I, I protest, 

HaTC nought but a staff in my hand. 

The name of a coward, quoth Robin, I scorn. 

Therefore my long bow 111 lay by; 
And now, for thy sake, a staff will I take. 

The truth of thy manhood to try. 

Then Robin Hood stept to a thicket of trees. 

And chose him a staff of brown oak; 
Now this being done, away he did run 

To the stranger, and merrily spoke: 

Lo ! see my staff is lusty and tough. 

Now here on this bridge we will play; 
Whoever iaUs in, the other shall win 

The battle, and so well away. 

With all my whole heart, the stranger reply*d, 

I soom in the least to give out; 
This said, they fell to*t without more dispute. 

And their staffs they did flourish about 

At firet Robin he gave the stranger a bang, 

So hard that he made his bones ring: 
The stranger he said, this must be repaid, 

111 give you as good as you bring. 

VOL. II. Q Q 
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So long as I am able to handle a staff. 
To die in your debt, friend, I Boom. 

Then to it each goes, and foUow'd their blows. 
As if they'd been threshing of com. 

The stnnger gave Robin a cnek on the iBrown, 
Which caused the blood to appear; 

Then Robin enng'd, more fiercely engag*d. 
And followed his blo?rs more severe. 

So thick and so fust did he lay it on him. 

With a passionate fury and ire; 
At every stroke he made him to smoke. 

As if he had been all on fire. 

then into fury the stranger he grew. 
And gave him a damnable look. 

And with it a blow that laid him fiill low. 
And tumbled him -into the brook 

1 prithee, good fellow, O where flurt thou now? 
The stranger, in laughter, he ciy'd. 

Quoth bold Robin Hood, good fiuth, in the flood. 
And floating along with the tide. 

I needs must acknowledge thou art a brave soul. 
With thee 111 no longer contend; 

For needs must I say, thou hast got the day. 
Our battle shall be at an end. 

Then unto the bank he did presently wade, 
And puird himself out by a thorn; 

Wlii<*h don<\ at the last, ho blew a loud blast ^ 
Straitway on his fine bugle-honi: 
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The echo of which through the valleys did fly. 

At which his stout bowmen appeared, 
All dothed in green, most gay to be seen, 

So up to their master they steer*d. 

, O, what's the matter? quoth William Stutely ; 
Good master, you are wet to the skin. 
No matter, quoth he, the lad which you see 
In fighting hath tumbled me in. 

He shall not go scot-free, the others reply'd; 

So strait they were seizing him there. 
To duck him likewise: but Robin Hood cries, 

He is a stout fellow ; forbear. 

There*8 no one shall wrong thee, friend, be not afraid ; 

These bowmen upon me do wait; 
There's threescore and nine ; if thou wilt be mine, 

Thou shalt have my livery strait. 

And other accoutrements fitting also : 

Speak up, jolly blade, never fear. 
Ill teach you also the use of the bow. 

To shoot at the fat fallow deer. 

O, here is my hand, the stranger reply'd, 
111 serve you with all my whole heart; 

My name is John Little, a man of good mettle: 
Ne*er doubt it, for 111 play my part. 

His name shall be altered, quoth William Stutely, 

And I will his godfather be ; 
Prepare then a feast, and none of the least. 

For we will be merry, quoth he. 
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Thej presently f6ich*d him a brace of &t does. 
With humming strong liquor likewise; 

They lov'd what was good; so, in the green-wood. 
This pietly sweet babe they biq^lize. 



He was, I must tell you, but serenibot 
And, may be, an ell in the waist; 

A sweet pretty lad: much feasting they had: 
Bold Robin the christening grac'd. 



With aU his bowman, who stood in a ring, 
And were of the Nottingham breed ; 

BraTo Stntely came then, with seven yeomen. 
And did in this manner proceed : 

This infant was called John Little, quoth he; 

His name shall be changed anon : 
The words well transpose ; so whereyer he goes; 

His name shall be call'd Little John. 

They aU with a shout made the elements ring; 

So soon as the office was o*er. 
To feasting they went, with true merriment. 

And tippled strong liquor gillore. 

Then Robin he took the pretty sweet babe. 

And cloth*d him from top to toe. 
In garments of green, most gay to be seen. 

And gave him a curious long bow. 

" Thou shalt be an archer as well as the best. 
And range in the green-wood with us; 

Where well not want gold nor silver, behold, 
Willie bishops have aught in tlieir purse. 
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" Wfl live here like 'squires, or lords of renown, 

Witbont e'er & foot of freti land ; 
We feast ou good cbeer, with nine, ale, and beer. 

And ev'iy thing nt our commAnd." 

, Then mnBio uid dwnHrg did finish the ds.^ ; 
At length, when the sun vazed low, 
Then all the whole train the groTe did refrain, 
And onto their caves thejr did go. 

And 90 ever after, as long as he liv'd, 

Altho' he was proper and toll. 
Yet, nevertheless, the truth to express, 

Stall Little John they do him call. 





ROBIN HOOD AND MAID MARIAN. 



This faaUad is given from an old black-letter copy in the 
coUecdon of AntLonj a Wood. Its fiill title is "A 
bmoas l»tUe between Rotnn Hood and maid Muian; 
declaring tbeir lo*e, life, and liberty. Tune, Bobm Hood 
rmt'd." — RiUon . 

This ballad is evidently founded upon incidents in the 
plaj of " The Do^-afkll of Roben Earl of Huntington." 
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XXXVII. 

ROBIN HOOD AND MAID MARIAN. 

.-^ BOMNT fine-maid of a noble degree. 

With a bey down, down, a down, down. 
Maid Marian call*d by name. 
Did Uto in the North, of excellent worth, 
For she was a gallant dame. 

For favour and face, and beauty most rare, 

Queen Hellen she did excell: 
For Marian then was praised of all men 

That did in the country dwell. 

Twas neither Rosamond nor Jane Shore, 

Whose beauty was clear and bright, 
Tliat could surpass this country lass, 

Beloved of lord and knight. 

The earl of Huntington, nobly bom, 

That came of noble blood. 
To Marian went, with a good intent, 

By the name of Robin Hood. 

With kisses sweet their red lips meet. 

For she and the earl did agree ; 
In eveij place, they kindly embrace, 

With love and sweet unity. 

But fortune bearing these lovers a spiglit. 

That soon they were forc'd to j)art: 
To the merry green-wood then wrut Robin Hood, 

Witli a sad and sorrowful! heart. 
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And Marian, poor soul, was troubled in mind. 

For the absence of her friend; 
With finger in eye, she often did ciy^ 

And his perBon did much comend. 

Perplexed tod ^exed, and troubled in mind. 

She drest henelf like a page» 
And nmged the wood« to find Robin Hood, 

The bntTest of men in that age. 

With quiTer and bow, sword, buckler, and all. 
Thus armed was Marian most bold. 

Still wandering about, to find Robin out. 
Whose person was better than gold. 

But Robin Hood, he, himself had disguised. 

And Marian was strangely attir*d, 
That they proY*d foes, and so fell to blowes, 

Whose vallour bold Robin admir*d. 

They drew out their swords, to cutting they went. 

At least an hour or more. 
That the blood ran apace from bold Robin *s fiice. 

And Marian was wounded sore. 

O hold thy hand, hold thy hand, said Robin Hood, 
And thou shalt be one of my string. 

To lange in the wood, with bold Robin Hood, 
To hear the sweet ni^tingall sing. 

When Marian did hear the voice of her love, 

Her self she did quickly discover, 
And with kisses sweet she did him greet. 

Like to a most loyal I lover. 
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When bold Robin Hood his Marian did see, 
Good lord, what flipping was there! 

With kind embnces, and jobbing of fac«B, 
Pnmding of galhtnt cheer. 

For little John took his bow in his hand. 

And wand'ring in the wood, 
To kill the deer, and moke good chear, 

For Marian and Bobin Hood. 




THE SECOND PAHT. 



A stately banquet they had fuU soon. 

All in a shaded bower, 
^The^e Tcnieon sweet thej bad to eat. 

And were merry that present hour. 
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Great flaggons of wine were set on the board. 

And merrily they drunk round 
Their boules of sack, to strengthen the back. 

Whilst their knees did touch the ground. 

First Robin Hood began a health 

To Marian his onelj dear; 
And his yeomen all, both oomly and tall. 

Did qoickly bring up the rear: 

For in a bniye vent* they tost off the bouls, 

Whilst thus they did remain ; 
And eveiy cup, as they drunk up. 

They filled with speed again. 

At last they ended their merryment. 

And went to walk in the wood. 
Where Little John, and maid Marian, 

Attended on bold Robin Hood. 

In sollid content together they liy*d. 

With all their yeomen gay; 
They lir^d by their hands, without any lands. 

And so they did many a day. 

But now to conclude, an end I will make. 

In time as I think it good; 
For the people that dwell in the north can tell 

Of Marian and bold Robin Hood. 



* Probably brave ivfiiV, merry veio, jovi&l humour, is meant. 




ROBIN HOOD AND THE VALIANT KNIGHT. 



Together with au account of his death and burial, Ac. 
Tune of Hobin Hood and the fijUen JoruUn. From 
the common garland of Aldermaiy-church-yard; corrected 
by the York copy. 



XXXVIII. 

HOBIN K001> AND THE VALIANT KMOIIT. 

Whek Robin Hood, and his merry men all, 
Derry down, dovn. 
Had reigned many years. 
The king was then told, that they had been bold 
Tu Ilia bifibops and noble peers. 

Hey down, deny, derry down. 
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Therefore they called a council of state. 
To know what was hest to be done. 

For to quell their pride, or else they reply *d 
The land would be oyer-mn. 

Having oonsulted a whole sommer^s day» 

At length it was agreed. 
That one should be sent to try the event. 

And fetch him away with speed. 

Therefore a trusty and moat worthy kni^t 

The king was pleased to call, 
Sir William by name ; when to him he came. 

He told him his pleasure all. 

** Go you from hence to bold Robin Hood, 

And bid him, without more ado. 
Surrender himself, or else the proud elf 

Shall suffer with all his crew. 

Take here a hundred bowmen brave, 

All chosen men of great might. 
Of excellent art to take thy part, 

In ghttering armour most bright** 

Then said the knight, my sovereign liege. 

By me they shall be led ; 
111 venture my blood against bold Robin Hood, 

And bring him alive or dead. 

One hundred men were chosen straight. 

As pn^ptT as e'er men saw : 
(>n Midsummer-day they marcb'd away. 

To ixnujuer tlmt brave outlaw. 



AND Till*: VALIANT KNIGHT. 309 

With long yew bews, and shining spears, 

They marched with mickle pride, 
And never delayed, nor halted, nor 8tay*d 

Till they came to the green-wood side. 

Said he to his archers, tany here. 

Your hows make ready all, 
That if need should be, you may follow me. 

And see you observe my call. 

Ill go first in person, he ciy*d. 

With the letters of my good king. 
Well sign*d and sealed, and if he will yield. 

We need not draw one string. 

He wander'd about till at length he came 

To the teut of Robin Hood ; 
The letter he shows ; bold Robin arose. 

And there on his guard he stood. 

They'd have me surrender, quoth bold Robin Hood, 

And lie at their mercy then ; 
But tell them from me, that never shall be. 

While I have full seven score men. 

Sir William the knight, both hardy and bold. 

He offered to seize him there. 
Which William Locksley by fortune did see. 

And bid him that trick to forbear. 

Then Robin Hood set his horn to his mouth. 

And blew a blast or twain, 
And so did the knight, at which Uiere in sight 

The aR'hcrs came all amain. 
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Sir William with care he drew up his men. 
And plac*d them in battle array ; 

Bold Robin, we find, he was not behind : 
Now this was a bloody finay. 

The archers on both sides bent their bows, 
And the clouds of arrows flew ; 

The veiy first fli^t, that honour*d kni^t 
Did there bid the world adieu. 

Yet nerertheless their fight did last 
From morning till almost noon ; 

Both parties were stout and loth to give out, 
This was on the last day of June. 

At length they left off: one party they went 
To London with right good will ; 

And Robin Hood he to the green-wood tree, 
And there he was taken ill. 

He sent for a monk, to let him blood, 

Who took his life away : 
Now thb being done, his archers they run. 

It was not a time to stay. 

Some got on board, and crossed the seas. 
To Flanders, France, and Spain, 

And others to Rome, for fear of their doom. 
But soon retum*d again. 



This account of Robin Hood s death differs from all 
other reports, particularly from that contained in the next 
ensuing ballad, which is not only more ancient, but acconis 
with others that appear much more autlientic, if authenti- 
citv is now attainable. 



AND THE VAUAST KNIQHT. 



»ll 



Mr. Douce, in hiB copy in the Uodleian library, hu 
added the folloving note. 

" h the Biihop of DraoMra'* MMirat«d mutuoript of Andait 
Toetrj, fivm which a grsBt part of hia ooUactiona wu printed, b • 
ftagiMst of m hallad, whlofa makes Bohin Hood ta han been traeh- 
erooalj let blood bj hia aont the prionat of Kirklaaa.' 

The following Lament ia taken from Collier's edition of 
the play of The Death of Bobert Earl of Htmtington : — 
" Weap, weap, je woodmao wail, 
Tear handa with hctow wring; 
Tonr maater, BoUn Beod, lie* d«*d, 
llienfare «igh •« joo dug. 
Hen lie bia primer aod bis beads. 
Hie bent bow and hia anowa keen ; 
Hia good «word and hia bolj croai. 
Now ca«t on flowera fneh and green. 
And 41 Ibej fidl abed (ear* and •■;, 
Well, wcU-adaj, well-a, weU-anlay; 
^ns caaC ye flowers and aing^ 
And on to Wakefield lake joor way." 





nOBIN HOODS DEATH AND BURIAL: 

Shewing bow he was taken ill, and how he vent tu liis 
cousin at Kirklej-hall, vho let him blood, which wai* 
the cause of his death. Tune of Jlobiir KcWi last fare- 



This Teiy old and curious piece is preserved solelj in 
ihe editions of " Robin Hood's Garland," printed at York, 
where it is made la conclude with some foolish lines, 
(adopted from tlM London copy of the preceding ballad), 
in order to intToduce the epit^h. It is here given from a 
eollatioD of two different copies, conlAining n 
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XXXIX. 



.» 



BOBIN HOODS DEATH AND BUBTAL. 



Whem Robin Hood and Little John, 

Down a down, a down, a down, 
Went o*er yon bank of broom. 
Said Robin Hood to Little John, 
We have shot for many a pound: 
Hey down, a down, a down. 

But I am not able to shoot one shot more. 

My arrows will not flee ; 
But I have a cousin lives down below. 

Please God, she will bleed me. 

Now Robin is to fair Kirkley gone. 

As fast as he can wen; 
But beforo he came there, as we do hear. 

He was taken very ill. 

And when that he came to fiedr Kirkley-hall, 

He knock'd all at the ring. 
Bat none was so ready as his cousin herself 

For to let bold Robin in. 

Will you please to sit down, cousin Robin, she said. 

And drink some beer with me ? 
'* No, I will neither eat nor drink, 

Till I am blooded by thee.** 
VOL. H. > s 
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Well, I have a pmhii, cousiu Kobiu, she »ai<l, 

Which you did never see, 
And if jou please to walk therein, 

You blooded by me shall be. 

She took him by the lily-white hand. 
And let him to a private room, 

And there she blooded bold Robin Hood, 
Whilst one drop of blood would run. 

She blooded him in the vein of the arm, 
And lock*d him up in the room, 

There did he bleed all the live-long day, 
Untill the next day at noon. 

He then bethought him of a casement door, 

Thinking for to be gone. 
He was so weak he could not leap. 

Nor he could not get down. 

He then bethought him of his bugle-horn, 
\Miich hung low down to his knee, 

He set his hopi unto his mouth. 
And blew out weak blasts three. 

Then Little John, when hearing liini, 

As he sat under the tree, 
'* I fear my master is near dead. 

He blows so wearily." 

Then Little John to fair Kirkley is gone. 

As fast a> he can dree ; 
But vslicn li«> caine to Kirkley-liiill, 

lie l»r«»kt? lo«ks tHO or tliree: 
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Untill he cnme bold llobiu to, 

Then he fell on his knee; 
A boon, a boon, cries Little John, 

Master, I beg of thee. 

What is that boon, quoth Bobin Hood, 
Little John, thou begs of me? 

" It is to bum fiEtir Kirklej-hall, 
And all their nunneiy.** 

Now nay, now nay, quoth Robin Hood, 
That boon 111 not grant thee; 

I never hurt woman in all my life. 
Nor man in woman^s company. 

I never hurt flair maid in all my time, 

Nor at my end shall it be ; 
But give me my bent bow in my hand. 

And a broad arrow 111 let flee ; 
And where this arrow is taken up. 

There shall my grave digg'd be. 

Lay me a green sod under my head. 

And another at my feet;* 
And lay my bent bow by my side. 

Which was my music sweet; 
And make my grave of gravel and green, 

Which is most right and meet 

Let me have length and breadth euougli, 
With a green sod under my head ; 



With yerdant sods most neatly put. 
Sweet as the green-wood tree. 
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That they may sa;, when I am deail, 
Here lies bold Robin Hood. 

Theee words the; readily promia'd him. 
Which did bold Robin please; 

And there thej buried bold Baton Hood, 
Near to tlie fair KirtJeja. 





ADAM BEIX, CLYM OF THE CLOUGH, AND 
WYLLYAll OF CLOUDESLE. 



It ia singukr, that Mr. Ritson shoold hxre omiUed the 
insertion of this popukr legend in hu collection, hsTing 
preriouslf published it in his " Pieces of Andent Popular 
Poetry," 1791. It is undoubtodlj entitled to ft pUce in 
the cjcle of " Robin Hood Ballads," whether these yeomen 
vere eontemporariee, or not, with Robin Hood and his 
Gompuiions. Thej were three noted outlaws, whose skill 
in archeiy rendered them as funoos in the north of Eng- 
land, as Robin Hood and his fellows were in the midland 
counties. At what euct period they lived no where appears. 
The writ«r of the ballad on " Robin Hood's Birth, tc." p. 
1 13 of this volume, makes them contemponuy with Robin 
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Hood's fktlier. in order, it would seem, to give him tlie 
honour of beating them, viz. : — 

" The £ither of Robin a forretter wu. 
And be ibot in a lottj loQg bow 
• Two nortb-coontry milet and tm inab U a shoe, 
As the piodar of Wakefield dotb know. 

For he bfM«bt Adam BeUt mkl CaUiof the Cao^gb, 

And Wilfiam of Cbwdetle, 
To shoot wiih our forretter for fort/ mark. 

And the forretter beat them aU threa.* 

Tliis seems to pioye, that they were commonty thought 

to have lived before the popalar hero of Sherwood. 

" Onr northern arebert were not unknown to their touthem coon- 
tiymen : their ezcellenee at the long-bow it often aUaded to bj our 
andeot poets. Shtkspere io his comedy of * Moeh ado about No- 
thing/ act i, makes Beoedick confirm his resolves of not yielding to 
loTe, by this protestation, ** If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, 
and shoot at me, and he that hits mc, let him be clapt on the shoulder, 
and called Adam:'— meaning Adam Bell, as Theobald rightly ob- 
who reiers to ose or two other pattagea in our old pocta, 
he is mentioned. The Oxford editor has also well conjec- 
tured, that * Abraham Cupid' io * Romeo and Juliet,* act ii, s. 1, should 
be * Adam Cupid,* in allusion to our archer. Ben Jonson has men- 
tioned Clym o' the dough in his * Akshemitt,* act i, sc. 2. Aud Sir 
William Davcsiant, in a mock poem of hit, called * The long Vacation 
in London,* deacribet the attomeyt and proctors, at making mttrhet 
to meet in Fintbury Fields. 

" With loynes in canvas bow-case tyde: 
Where arrowes stick with mickle pride; 
like ghosts of Adam Bell and Clymme; 
Sol sits for fear theyl shoot at him."— Works, 1673» fol. p. 29 1. 

" I hsve only to add further concerning the principal hero of this 
ballad, that the Belxs were noted rop^ues in the north so lato as the 
time of Queen Elizabeth. See in * Kymer's Foedera,* a letter from 
William Iloirard to some of the officers of State, wherein he men- 
tioos them.** — Vtra/'t ReiiqueSf voL i, p. 158-9. 
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The following are Mr. Ritson s remarks upon this legend: 

** Tliii rery aDcient, curious, and popaltr perfonntnce, tpparentlj 
cofnpoted for the purpose of being sung in public to the harp^ it ex- 
tant in an old quarto, in black-letter, without date, ' Imprinted at 
Loadoo, in Lothburye, by Wyllyam Copland,* and presenred among 
Mr. Oarriek's Old Pkys, now in the British Museom, wheiioe it ia 
here giTen. This copy was made use of by Dr. Percy, who has pnb- 
Usbed the poem in his * Reliqnea of Ancient English Poetry,' with 
some corrections fortunately supplyed by another in his folio MS. 
which may possibly account for the many different readings between 
that publication and the present No earlier edition than Copland's 
is known. It was reprinted in 1605 by James Roberts, along with 

* The second part,' a rery inferior and servile production, of which 
there was, likewise, an edition in 1616, with considerable rariations. 
Both these are in the Bodleian library. 

" As there is no other memorial of these celebrated archers than 
the following legend, to which all the passages cited, from dif- 
ferent authors, by the learned editor already mentioned, are erident 
allusions, any inquiry as to the time or reality of their existence 
must be little else than the sport of imagination. The passages re- 
ferred to are, however, unquestionable proo& of the great popularity 
of the poem, which in het has gone throogh nnmberleas edittoos; 
chiefly, it must be confessed, in the character of a penny-history. 

*'The 'Englishe wood* mentioned in v. 16, &c. is Englewood or 
Inglewood, an extensive forest in Cumberland, which was sixteen 
mUes in length, and reached from Carlisle to Penrith. A similar 
observation has been already made by Dr. Percy, who adds, that 

* Engle or Ingle-wood signifies wood for firing.' But, with submis- 
sion to so good a judge, it should rather seem, in the present instance, 
to design a wood or forest in which extraordinary fires were made 
on particular occasions; a conjecture which vriU appear the more 
I^osible, when it is considered that the identical spot on which 
Penrith beacon now stands, and where a beacon has stood for agea, 
was formerly within the limits of this very forest; and that Ingle- 
borough, one of * the highest hills between Scotland and Trent,' has 
obtained this name from the fires anciently lighted in the beacon 
erected on its flat top, where the foundation is still visible. 

" *Clym of the Clouuh' is properly explained by the above inge- 
nious editor to mean Clem or Clement of the Valley. ' Cloudisld,' 
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of wUch the etjrmology has not been hitherto attempCed, maj be 
thought to signify a rocky pasture; from clud, rupes, and leafc. 
See 'Lje's Saxon Dictionary."*— Piecet o/AuewU Poeiiy, 



XL. 

AOtAM BELL, CLTM OF THE CLOUOH, AMD 
WTLLTAlf OF CLOUDESLE. 



Mebt it was in grene forest, 

Amonge the leues grene, 

\Mier that men walke east and west, 

With bowes and arrowes kene, 

To ryse the dere out of tbejr denue. 

Such sightes has ofte bene sene. 

As by tlire yemen of the north countrey, 

By them it is I meane : 

Tlie one of them hight Adam Bel, 

The other Clym of the Clough, 

The thyrd was William of Cloudesly, 

An archer good ynough. 

They were outlawed for venyson. 

These yemen everechone ; 

They swore them brethren upon a day. 

To Englysshe-wood for to gone. 

Now lith and lysten, gentylmen, 

Tlwt of nivrthes lovetli to here: 

T\\o of tht'in were single men, 

The third had a wedded fere; 
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WjUjam was the wedded maii, 

Muche more then was hys care. 

He sajde to hys brethren upon a day, 

To Carelel he would feure. 

For to speke with fayre Also hys wife, 

And with hys chyldren thre. 

By my trouth, sayde Adam Bel, 

Not by the counsell of me ; 

For if ye go to Caerlel, brother. 

And from thys wylde wode wende. 

If the justice mai you take. 

Your lyfe were at an ende. 

If that I come not to morowe, brother, 

By pryme to you agayne, 

Truste not els but that I am take. 

Or else that I am slayne. 

He toke hys leaue of his brethren two, 

And to Carlel he is gon. 

There he knocked at hys owne windowe, 

Shortlye and anone. 

Where be you, fayre Alyce my wyfe? 

And my chyldren three? 

Lyghtly let in thyne owne husbande, 

Wyllyam of Cloudesl^. 

Alas! then sayde fayre Alyce, 

And syghed wonderous sore, 

Thys place hath ben besette for you, 

Thys half yere and more. 

Now am I here, sayde Cloudesle, 

I woulde that I in were ; — 

Now feche us meate and drynke ynougbe, 

And let us make good chere. 
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She fetched him meat and drjnke plenty, 

Lyke a true wedded wyfe. 

And pleased hjm wyth that she had, 

Whome she loaed as her lyfe. 

There lay an old wyfe in that place, 

A lytle besyde the fyre, 

Whych Wyllyam had found of cheiy^e 

More then seuen yere; 

Up she rose and walked full styll, 

Euel mote she spede therefoore, 

For she had not set no fote on ground 

In seuen vere before. 

She went vnto the justice hall, 

As fiist as she could hye; 

Thys nyght is come vnto this town 

Wyllyam of Cloudesle. 

Thereof the iustice was full fayne, 

And $<> was the shirife also ; 

Thou shalt not trauaile hether, dame, for nought. 

Thy meed thou shalt haue or thou go. 

They gaue to her a ryght good goune. 

Of scarlet it was as I heard sayne, 

She toke the gyft and home she wente. 

And couched her downe agayne. 

TheT rvsed the towne of merv Cartel, 

In all the hast that they can, 

And came thronging to Wyllyames house. 

As fast as they myght gone. 

Theyr they besette that good yeraan. 

Round about on euery syde, 

Wvllyani hearde great noyse of folkes, 

That heythor ward they hyed. 
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Aljce opened a shot wyndow. 

And loked all aboat» 

She W8B ware of the justice and shirife bothe, 

Wyth a fall great route. 

Alas ! treason.! ciy'd Aleyce, 

Euer no may thou be! 

Go into my chambre, my husband, she sayd, 

Swete Wylljam of Cloudesle. 

He toke hys sweard and hys bucler, 

Hys bow and hys chyldren thro, 

And wente into hys strongest chamber. 

Where he thought surest to be. 

Fayre Alice folowed him as a lover true. 

With a poUaxe in her hande; 

He shal be dead that here cometh in 

Thys dore whyle I may stand. 

Cloudesle bent a wel good bowe, 

That was of trusty tre. 

He amot the justise on the brest, 

That hys arrowe brest in thre. 

God*8 curse on his hartt, saide William, 

Thys day thy cote dyd on, 

If it had ben no better then myne. 

It had gone nere thy bone. 

Yelde the, Cloudesle, sayd the justise, 

And thy bowe and thy arrowes the fro. 

Gods curse on hys hart, sayde fair Alee, 

That my husband councelleth so. 

Set fyre on the house, saide the sherifc, 

Syth it wyll no better be. 

And brenne we therin William, he saide, 

Hys wyfe and chyldren thre. 
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They fvretl the house in many a phice, 

The fyre flew up on hye ; 

Aks ! then ciyed (ayr Alice, 

I se we here shall dy. 

William openyd hys backe wyndow. 

That was in hys chambre on hye. 

And wyth schetes let hys wyfe downe. 

And hys chyldren thre. 

Have here my treasure, sayde William, 

My wyfe and my chyldren thre, 

For Christes loue do them no harme. 

But wreke you all on me. 

Wyllyam shot so wonderous well, 

Tyll hys arrowes were all ygo, 

And the fyre so flEist upon hym fell, 

That hys bowstryng brent in two. 

The spercles brent and fell hym on, 

Good Wyllyam of Cloudesle ! 

But than wax he a wofiill man. 

And sayde, thys is a cowardes deaUi to me. 

Leuer I had, sayde Wyllyam, 

With mT sworde in the route to renne. 

Then here among myne ennemyes wode, 

Thus craelly to bren. 

He toke hys sweard and hys buckler. 

And among them all he ran, 

Where the people were most in prece, 

He smot downe many a man. 

There myght no man stand hys stroke. 

So fenslv on them he ran ; 

Then thev threw wvndowes aiid (lores on him. 

And so toke that good yeman. 
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There they hjm bounde both hand and fote. 

And in depe dongeon hjrm cast ; 

Now, Cloudeeld, sayd the bye justice, 

Thou shalt be hanged in hast 

One ^w ahal I make, aayde the sherife, 

A payre of newe galowes shall I for the make. 

And the gates of Gaerlel shal be shutie. 

There shfdl no man come in themt. 

Then shall not helpe Clim of the Clou^e, 

Nor yet shall Adam Bell, 

Though they came with a thousand mo, 

Nor idl the deuels in hell. 

Early in the momyng the justice uprose. 

To the gates first gan he gon. 

And commaundede to be shut full cloce 

Liightile everychone. 

Then went he to the market place, 

As fiast as he coulde hye, 

A payre of new gallons there did he up set, 

Besyde the pyllory/ 

A lytle boy stod them amonge. 

And asked what meaned that gallow tre ; 

They sayde, to hange a good yeaman, 

Called Wyllyam of Clondesl^. 

That lytle boye was the towne swyne heard. 

And kept fayre Alyce swyne, 

Oft he had scene Cloudesl^ in the wodde, 

And geuen hym there to dyne. 

He went out att a creues in the wall, 

And lightly to the wood dyd gone ; 

There met he with these wight yongc men. 

Shortly and anone. 
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Alas ! tlien sayde that lytle boye. 

Ye tary here all to longe ; 

Cloudesle is taken and dampned to death. 

All readye for to honge. 

Alas ! then sayde good Adam Bell, 

That ever we see thys daye ! 

He might her with us have dwelled. 

So ofte as we dyd him piaye ! 

He my^t have taryed in grene foreste, 

Under the shadowes sheene, 

And have kepte bothe hym and us in reaste, 

Out of trouble and teene ! 

Adam bent a ryght good bow, 

A great hart sone had he slayne. 

Take that, chylde, he sayde to tliy dynner. 

And bnmg me myne arrowe agayne. 

Now go we hence, sayed these wight youg men, 

Tary we no lenger here ; 

We shall hym borowe* by gods grace. 

Though we bye it full dere. • 

To Caerlel went these good yemen. 

On a mery momyng of Maye. 

Here is a frt of Cloudesle, 

And another is for to saye. 
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And when thej oune u meir CBerlell, 
In a fkjre momjng tyde. 
They Tounde the gales shot them Tntyll, 
Round about on euerr syde. 
Alas! than sayd good Adam Bell, 
That euer ve were made men ! 
These gates be shut so wonderous wel. 
That we may not come here in. 
Then spake him Clym of the Clongli, 
Wyth a wyle we wyl ts in bryng ; 
Let rs saye we be meMengers, 
Streyght come nowe from our king. 
Adam said, I haue a letter written wi'l, 
Now let UH wystly werke. 
We wj-l save we haue the lungr« M-a|i-«, 
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I holde the |K>rtter no clerke. 

Then Adam Bell bete on the gate. 

With strokes great and strong. 

The porter herde suche noyse therat, 

And to the gate he throng. 

Who b there oowe, sayde the porter. 

That maketh all thys knocking? 

We be tow messengers, sayde Clim of the dough. 

Be come xyght from our kyng. 

We haue a letter, sayd Adam Bel, 

To the justice we must it hryng; 

Let vs in, our messag to do, 

That we were agajne to our kyng. 

Here commeth none in, sayd the porter, 

Be hjm that dyed vpon a tre, 

Tyll a false thefe be hanged. 

Called Wyllyam of Cloudesle. 

Tlien spake the good yeman Clym of the Clou«»h, 

And swore by Mary fre. 

And if that we stande longe wythout, 

Lyke a thefe hanged slialt thou be. 

Lo here we Imue the kynges seale ; 

What I lordeyne, art thou wode? 

The porter went it had l>en so. 

And lyghtly dyd of hys hode. 

Welcome be my lordes seale, he saide. 

For that ye shall come in. 

He opened the gate full shortlye, 

An euyl openjng for him. 

Now are we in, sayde Adam Bell, 

Thereof we an- full faiiie, 

But Christ knows, that harowed hell, 
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How we shall com out agayne. 

Had we the keys, said Clim of the Clough, 

Rjght wel then shoulde we spede; 

Then mi^t we come out wel jnough, 

When we ae tyme and node. 

Thej called the porter to coonsell, 

And wrange hjs necke in two, 

And caste him in a depe dongeon, 

And toke hys keys him fro. 

Now am I porter, sayde Adam Bel, 

Se brother the keys haue we here. 

The worst porter to meny Caerlel, 

That ye had thys hundred yere: 

And now wyll we our bowes bend. 

Into the towne wyll we go, 

For to delyuer our dere brother. 

That lyueth in care and wo. 

And thereupon they bent theyr bowes. 

And loked theyr stringee were round. 

The market place in meiy Caerlel, 

They beset that stound ; 

And as they loked them besyde, 

A paire of new galowes ther thei see. 

And the justice with a quest of squyers. 

That had judged Cloudesle there hanged to be ; 

And Cloudesle hymselfe lay redy in a carte. 

Paste both fote and hand. 

And a strongs rop about hys necke. 

All readye for to hange. 

The justice called to him a ladde, 

Cloudesle 8 clothes should be haue, 

To take the measure of that veman, 
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3:M) ADAM BRLL. 

And therafter to niake hys grauc. 

I have seen as great a mearveile, saide Cloudenle, 

As betwyeoe thjs and pryme. 

He that maketh thys graue for me, 

Himselfe may lye therin. 

Thou speakest proodli, saide the jostice, 

I shall the hange with my hande : 

Full wel herd hys hrethren two, 

There stjll as they dyd stande. 

Then Cloudesle cast hys eyen asyde. 

And saw hys to hrethren stand. 

At a comer of the market place, 

With thejr good hows bent in ther hand, 

Redy the justice for to chaunce. 

I se comfort, sayd Cloudesle, 

Yet hope I well to fere ; 

If I might haue my handes at wyll, 

Rvght l)'tle wolde I care. 

Then spake good Adam Bell, 

To Clym of the Clough so free. 

Brother, se ye marke the justyce wel, 

Lo yonder ye may him see ; 

And at the shyrife shote I wyll, 

Strongly with arrowe kene, 

A better shote in mery Caerlel 

Thys seuen yere was not sene. 

They lowsed their arrowes both at once. 

Of no man had they dread. 

The one hyt the justice, the other the sheryfe. 

That both theyr sides gan blede. 

All men vovdcd that them stodo iivo, 

When thf justice fell downe to the gnnnide. 
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And the sherife fell njghe hjm by, 

Ejther had his deathes woonde. 

All the citezens itei gan flje. 

They duret no longer abyde. 

They lygfatly then loqaed Ghnidesld, 

Where he wkh ropes lay tyde. 

WyUyam aterte to an offioor of the towne, 

Hys axe out of hys hande he wronge, 

On eche syde he smote them downe, 

Hym thought he taryed all to long. 

Wyllyam sayde to hys brethren two, 

Thys daye let us lyue and dye. 

If euer you have node as I haue now, 

The same shall you fynde by me. 

They shot so well in that tyde. 

For thejr stringes were of silke full sure, 

That they kept the stretes ^m eueiy side! 

That batayle dyd longe endure. 

They fought together as brethren tru, 

Lyke hardy men and .bolde, 

Many a man to the ground they thrue, 

And many a herte made colde. 

But when their arrowes were all gon, 

Men preced to them full fiast. 

They drew theyr swordes then anone, 

And theyr bowes from them cast 

They went lyghtlye on theyr way, 

Wyth swordes and buclers round, 

By that it was myd of the day. 

They made mani a wound. 

There was an out-borne in Caerlel bloweu, 

And the belles baoward did ryng; 
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Many a womau savd alas ! 

And many theyr handes dyd wryng. 

The mayre of Caerlel forth com was. 

And with hym a ful great route, 

These yemen dred him full sore, 

For of theyr lyues they stode in great douta. 

The mayre came armed a full great pace. 

With a poUaxe in hys hande. 

Many a strong man with him was. 

There in thkt stowre to stande. 

The mayre smot at Cloudesle with his bil, 

Hts bucler he brust in two, 

Full many a yeman with great euyll, 

Alas! treason! they cryed for wo. 

Kepe we the gates fast they bad, 

That these tra3rtour8 thereout not go. 

But al for nought was that they wrought, 

For so fast thev downe were layde, 

Tyll they all thre, that so manfulli fought. 

Were gotten without abraide. 

Haue here your keys, sayd Adam Bel, 

Mme office I here forsake, 

Yf you do by ray councell, 

A new porter do ye make. 

He threw theyr keys at theyr heads, 

And bad them euell to thryue. 

And all that letteth any good yeman 

To come and comfort hys wyfe. 

Thus be these good yemen gon to the wod, 

And lygbtly as lefe on lynde. 

They lough and be mer}' in theyr mode, 

Theyr ennemyes were ferre behynd. 
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When they came to Englvshe-wode, 

Under the trusty tjne. 

They found bowes fall good. 

And arroivee fiill great plentye. 

So Ood me hdp, aajd Adam BelL 

And Clym of the Clou^ ao fire, 

I ivoold we ivere in meiy Caeriel, 

Before that fayre meyny. 

They set them downe and made good chere. 

And eate and drynke foil well. 

Here is a fet of these wyght yong men. 

An other I wyll you teU. 
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Aa ibe; mi ia EoglyBhe-wood, 

Under tbni vnutj tre. 

The; iboaglit thej herd a womsn wepe. 

But ber tbty raought not m. 

Sore then tj^ied the &jre AljM, 

Aod Hjde, sUb! that euer I aawe thjs ityei 

Fat BOW b 1^ den husband slajiw, 

Alas! and vel a mj! 

Uf^ I bare spoken wjth hjs dere brMfaren, 

Or nth ejther of them Unjnn, 

To let them know what him befell 

Hj hart were put out of pajne ! 

Cloudesle nlked a Ijtle besjde, 

Anil loked vcder the grenemmd liude. 

He was ware of hys wife and chy Idren thre. 




Full «D is Wt nd DTMt 
Welcome, «ife. &(■ MtAf TrSvui. 
Under Ab tiHb tt« ; 



Tina ihiUe M w few K. 

Now «en k M. ^ ^4e. ^ «r W km 

Dune, be BV^ W MBv Hid ^4. 
And Aanke ht bmkna t«tF 
Heraofto ipa^ anrJ Adn Itril 
I wis it b w> kote: 
The mest tfast «f bb! «cfc vrbk!^ 
It nmnetb ret bet n. f.'-.>> 
Then went tber down iKUi k la^bA*- 
These noUe ardiann tH tfan. 
Eche (rfthen (lews ban 'A k*^*"- 
The b«st tfaer tnoM then w- 
Haue here the best, AJrot nr wr{». 
Sajde WtUtw of Cknlt^. 
Bj mise Te y> boqldl* «U>1 tw a«>, 
When I wu skjnit fall ct* 
Then went tber b> soifeT. 
Wjth sodie men u ifaer \^A. 
And tbuiked God of tbv fanan«. 
Thej were both meir an] ^aiL 
And when tbej bid mpped wdl. 
Certajne witbont tn* l«Me. 
Cloudeale a«yd, we wjll lo iwr krne. 
To get Ts ■ dnrter of pe*m; 
Aljce shal be at oar soioomrn:?. 
In 8 nuniT here hesriJe. 
My low sonnes shall wrth hf r go. 
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And ther tbej shall abyde : 

Mvne eldest son shall go ^th me. 

For hym haue I no care, 

And he shall jou breng worde agajn 

How that we do fare. 

Thos be these jemen to London gone. 

As hst as thej might hje, 

Tjll thej came to the kynges pallace, 

Where thej would nodes be. 

And whan thej came to the kjnges courte, 

Unto the pallace gate. 

Of no man wold thev aske no leave. 

But boldly went in tlierat; 

They preced prestly into the hall. 

Of no man had they dreade, 

The porter came after and dyd them call. 

And with them began to chyde. 

The ussher saved, yemen, what wold ye haue' 

I pray you tell me ; 

You myght thus make offycers shent: 

Good syrs, of whence l)e ye? 

Syr, we be outlawes of tlie forest, 

Certayne without any leace. 

And hether we be come to our kyng. 

To get vs a charter of peace. 

And whan they came before the kyng, 

As it was the lawe of the lande. 

They kneled downe without lettyng. 

And eche helde vp his hand. 

Thev saved, lord, we l)eseche Uie here, 

Tkit vtf wyll ♦jnumt vs gi'arr. 

For wp haiu' slain* • vour fat falow der, 
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III many a soiulry place. 

What be your names?. then said our king, 

Anone that you tell me. 

They sayd, Adam Bel, Clim of the Clougli, 

And Wyllyam of Cloudesle. 

Be ye those theues, then sayd our kyng. 

That men haue tolde of to me? 

Here to God I make a vowe, 

Ye shal be hanged al thre; 

Ye shal be dead without mercy. 

As I am kynge of this lande. 

He commanded his officers everichone 

Fast on them to lay hand. 

There they toke these gootl yemen, 

And arested them all thre. 

So may I thryue, sayd Adam Bell, 

Thys game lyketh not me. 

But> good lorde, we beseche you now, 

That you graunt ts grace, 

Jnsomuche as we be to you comen, 

Or els that we may fro you passe, 

With such weapons as we haue here, 

Tyll we be out of your place ; 

And yf we lyue this hundreth yere, 

We wyll aske you no grace. 

Ye speake proudly, sayd the kynge. 

Ye shall be hanged all thre. 

That were great pitye, then sayd the quono, 

If any grace myght be. 

My lorde, whan I came fyrst into this lande. 

To be your wedded wyfe. 

Hie fyrst bo^vue tlmt I wold aske, 
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Ye woulil gniunl it int* l»elyl<p; 

And I askefl neuer none tyll now, 

Therefore, good lorde, graunt it me. 

Now aske it, madam, sajd the kjnge, 

And graimted shall it he. 

Then, good mj lord, I you heseche. 

These yemen graunt ye me. 

Madame, ye myght have asked a howne. 

That shuld have hen worth tlicm all tlu'e : 

Ye myght have asked towres and townes, 

Parkes and forestes plenty. 

None soe pleasaunt to mi pay, she said, 

Nor none so lefe to me. 

Madame, sith it is your desyre. 

Your askyng graunted shal be ; 

But I liad leuer have geuen you 

Good market townes thre. 

The quene was a glad woman, 

And sard, lord, gramarcy, 

I dare undertake for them. 

That true men shal they be. 

But, good lord, speke som mery word. 

That comfort tliey may se. 

I graunt you grace, then said our king, 

Wasshe, felos, and to mcate go ye. 

They had not setten but a whyle, 

Certayne without lesynge. 

There came messengers out of the north, 

With letters to our kyngc : 

And ^lian tliey came before the kynge, 

They kiieltHl Jowiie vikhi theyr knc, 

And sayd, lord, your ofTycors grote you wol, 
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Of Caerlel in Uie north cuntre. 

How fare my justice, sajd the kyng, 

And mj sherife also? 

Syr, they be slayne, without leasynge. 

And many an officer mo. 

Who hath them slayne? sayd the kyng, 

Anone thou tell me. 

Adam Bel, and Clime of the dough, 

And Wyllyam of Cloudesle. 

Alas! for rewth! then sayd our kynge. 

My hart is wonderous sore, 

J had leuer than a thousand pounde, 

I had knowne of thys before ; 

For I have graunted them grace. 

And that forthjrnketh me. 

But had I knowne all thys before, 

They had been hanged all thre. 

The kyng opened the letter anone, 

Hymselfe he red it thro, 

And founde how these thre outlawes had slaine 

Thre hundred men and mo; 

Fyrst the justice and the sheryfe. 

And the mayre of Caerlel towne, 

Of all the constables and catchipolles 

Alyue were left not one ; 

The baylyes and the bedyls both. 

And the sergeauntes of the law, 

And forty fosters of the fe. 

These outlawes had yslaw; 

And broke his parks, and slaine his dcre, 

Ouer all they chose tlie best, 

So perelous out lawes as they were, 
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Walked not by ooste nor west. 

When tlie k\iige this letter had red. 

In hys harte he syghed sore. 

Take \i) the table anone he bad, 

For I may eate no more. 

The kyng called hys best archars. 

To the buttes wyth hym to go; 

I mtU se these felowes shote, he sayd, 

In the north haue wrought this wo. 

The kynges bowmen buske them blyue. 

And the queues archers also, 

So dyd these thre wyght yemen. 

With them they thought to go. 

There twyse or thiyse they shote about. 

For to assay theyr hande, 

Tht-re was no shote these yemen shot, 

That any prycke myght them stand. 

Thtn sjiake Wyllyam of Cloudesle, 

By liim that for me dyed, 

I iK'ld hym neuer no good archar 

That shuteth at buttes so wyde. 

Wlienit? tlien sayd our kyng, 

I pray thee tell me. 

At such a but, syr, he sayd. 

As men vse in mv countree. 

Wyllyam went into a fyeld. 

And his to brethren with him, 

Theiv they set vp two hasell roddes, 

Twt nty score paces betwene. 

1 liold him an archar, said Cloudcslo, 

Th:n viunKr wandf clouoth in t\\t>. 

Hit* i> nonr muIiv. ^i\d the Kmi*', 



Nor uoiie tlial can so ilo. 

I filiall assaye, STr, sayd Cluudt^le, 

Or that I fanlier go. 

Cloud«sIe. will) a beatyng arow, 

Claue the wand in to. 

Thou art th« best aroher, then eaid the k 

Fotsothe that euer I se. 

And yet for your loue, said Wylliam, 

I wyll do more maystij: 

1 baue a aonne is seuen yere olde. 

He is to me full deare, 

I wyll hym tye to a stake. 

All flhall se that 1»e here, 

And lay an apele upon hys head, 

And go syxti score paces hym fro. 

And 1 mytielfe, with a lirode arow, 

Hliall cleuu the apple in two. 

Now luute the, Uien sayd the kyng, 

}ly him that dyed on a tre, 

Itut yf thuu do not as thou bast sayde. 

Hanged tihalt thou be. 

And thou touchc his head or gowne. 

In syght that men may Be, 

By all tlie eayntcs tlut be in heaven, 

1 shall hange you all thre. 

That I haue promised, said William, 

I vj\ it neuer forsake. 

And there euen before the kynge, 

In the earth he drouo a slake. 

And bound tlicrto his eldest sonne, 

And bad bym siandc styll tlierut, 

Aod lumed the childes face fn) him. 
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Because he shuld not sterte; 

An apple \'pon his head he set. 

And then his bow he bent, 

Sjxe score paces they were out met, 

And thether Cloudesle went; 

There he drew out a fayr brode arrowe, 

Hts bowe was great and longe, 

He set that arrowe in his bowe, 

That was both stjffe and stronge ; 

He prayed the people that was there. 

That they would styll stande. 

For he that shooteth for such a wager, 

Behouetb a stedfast hand. 

Much people prayed for Cloudesle, 

That hys lyfe saued myght be, 

And whan he made hym redy to shote, 

There was many a weping eye. 

Thus Cloudesle clefte the apple in two, 

That many a man myght se ; 

Ouer God s forbode, sayde the kinge. 

That thou shote at me !* 

I geve the xnii. pence a day. 

And my bowe shalt thou beare. 



* This seems to be the story of William Tell, founder of the liber- 
ties of Switzerland, who was condemned by Geasler, the Austrian 
goTemor, to shoot an apple from the head of his son; which he did 
like ClondesU, at the distance of one hundred and thirty paces, with- 
out touching the child. He soon afterwards shot the governor. This 
happened in the year 1307. His instrument was a cross-bow, which 
is still prvservod in the armoury at Zurich. SaxoGramroaticus, bow- 
eves, ttUs a similar story of Toke and Harold, at a much earlier 
period, p. 1st. 
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And ouer all tho nortli couiitre, 

I make the chyfe lydere. 

And I geve the xvii. pence a day, said tlie quene, 

By God and by my fay, 

Gome feche thy payment when thou wylt, 

No man shall say the nay, 

Wyllyam, I make the a gentelman« 

Of clothyng and of fe. 

And thi two brethren yemen of my chambre, 

For they are so semely to se; 

Your Sonne, for he is tendre of age, 

Of my wyne seller shall he be. 

And whan he commeth to mannes estate, 

Better auaunced shall he he. 

And, Wylliam, bring me your wife, said the quene, 

Me longeth her sore to se, 

She shal be my chefo gentel woman, 

To goueme my nursery. 

The yemen thanketh them full curteously, 

And sayde, to some bysshop wyl we wend, 

Of all tlie sjmnes that we have done 

To be assoyled at his hand. 

So forth be gone these good yemen, 

As fast as they myght hye, 

And after came and dwelled wyth the kyngo, 

And dyed good men all thre. 

Thus endeth the Hues of these good yemen, 

God send them etemall blysse! 

And all that with hande bowe shoteth. 

That of heauen may neuer mysse ! 

Further notice of this metrical history is mtde at p. 40, vol i. 
\otet and Iflnttrationg. 




ROBIS HOOD AND THE TANNER'S DAUGHTER. 



The following tivo ballads have been traDsmiUed to th« 
Editor bj Mr. J. Payne ColUer, tlie well-knoim Shakes- 
]ien2ui commentator, with that kindness and liberality nhicli 
thi5 genlleman alnavR extends to tliose nho applj to him 
for assistance in the elucidation or extension of literary 
porsuits. The source from which they ore derived is thus 
esjl&ined bv Mr. Collier in his " New particulars regarding 
thr Horks of Shakespeare, in a letter to the Rev. A. Dyce," 

~In my letter lo mj friend Amyot, poblished tome fiBw month* 
igc I quoted more thin ODce from a Tolameof HS> ballada collected, 
u 1 coDjfctnrr, iboDt the date of the protectonte, whea old broad- 
ndn iTCre beconUDg Karce, and new ones br ftvm abunduit, u Uic 
Porilans set Ihoir faws ii^nst anyihinp like popular aniuscmFnU. 
I a{>{>n'b<'Dd ihat most nt those in the volume were copii'd frain 
ptinied originals, maoj' of which arc now lost, whikl ollicn are y«t 
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preaenred in public and private collections. There is not one that 
baa not merit of some kind or other, and, several are beautiful speci- 
BMna of that species of composition : comparatively few aro included 
in modem reprints. I hope, some day or other, to be able (o venture 
upoo the expense of printing the Tolume entire; but at present I find 
so few wbo take an interest in such productions, or indeed in any 
prodnodooa that are at all antiqaarian, that I cannot afford to incur 
tberiak." 

Under the foregoing circumstances the Editor cannot but 
feel Mr. Collier*s liberality doubly gratifying, lieing there- 
by enabled to add, very unexpectedly, two more ballads to 
the Robin Hood cycle. The MS. collection consists of 
thirty; two, Mr. Collier says, intimately connected with 
Shakespeare. One of which, with the title of " Tho Tni- 
gedie of Othello the Moon\" Mr. Collier has printed ontin*. 

The punctuation of these two ballads is that of the MS., 
as well as the spelling. 



XLI. 

ROniNHOOD AND THE TANNERS DAUOHTEU. 



As Robinhood sat by a tree. 

He espied a prettie may. 
And when she chanced him to see, 

She tomd her head away. 

feare me not, thou prettie mavde. 
And doe not (lie from mee, 

1 am the kindest man, he said, 
That ever eve did see. 
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Then Xa) her he <li<l doffe his n\[\ 

And to her looted low, 
To meete with thee I hold it good Imj), 

If thou wilt not saj noe. 

Then he pat his hand around her waste, 

Soe small, so tight, and tiim, 
And after sought her lip to taste, 

And she to kissed him. 

Where dosi thou dwell, mj prettie niiiid*'. 

I prithee tell to mee ? 
I am a tanner's daughter, sho said, 

John Hobbes of BanieshT. 

And whither goest thou, pretty niai<lo, 

Shall 1 be thv true love? 
If thou an uot afeard, she said. 

My true love thou shalt prove. 

What should I Anire? Uien he replied. 

I em thv true love now. 
I have two brethren, and their pride 

Would scorn such one as thou. 

That will we tr}', quoth Robinhood, 

I was not made their scome ; 
He shed my blood to doe the good. 

As sure as they were l)ome. 

My brothers are proude and fierce and stronj^. 

1 am, siiid lu:, tlie same, 
And if the\ ortt-r thee to wrons, 

Thi-ylf tiiid*' III play tlieir f»anu'. 




riH>i»u|{li ilir tnt- (itTTfsi I i'«ii run. 

T\n- kiiitt mat not L-»iiir<41, 
7*Ih'i on- IkiI l«fkiiiK Uiiiitrra mihb. 

Tu RH- they hIwII [mv ioU. 

And if not mine li« tbMpc And Idoe, 

I have cattle ud mj Uiid. 
(>n teniaun edw daj I maj dine, 

Wbiln they hnw nune in hand. 

Theac «orde« hail ItvlNiiliood acarcti »|wki-. 

When tbcy iwn nwm did Mte, 
Conx' riding till ihvir bunw Mauku : 

Mv iTtlilrn U>lJl, int-d <i|trt-. 

FUrli had ■ ft»u<' "*i>rd !•* bin aide. 

Ami furaiuolii- they nnh- 
To wticrr ilMfj lt»liinltiio>l i-apicd, 

Hiai with ihr maiden mochI. 

n«r henM-, lUi- henrr. away with •|H-«<le I 

Crird dbi' !•' [w>b«nbiM>>l. 
Kor if thiia auy tbonlt hurIv l4««clo, 

I muld nut M^ tiiT bliKid. 

With lu. £dif maiden. >vme away, 
And W*e thnl uu(la«e bulde. 

Why Am!*! th<>u from th* home ihui day. 
And Mt thy father olde ■ 



Itufaui 4li-)>t t«,-ke Ull |«rea tite, 

I'niii a sIupIk tlee. 
Ih- ligUl wbtoft I am left atitp; 

Stay, ihiiu H«ii-eic maidc, <nih mt-i- 
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He sUnkI U^fitrr, kIip sUxKle bohindo. 

The liMihi.Ts two tlrcwe uie; 
Our sister now to us resign. 

Or thou full sure shall die. 

Then cried the maide, my brethren deare, 

With ve Ik* freely wend, 
But harm not Uiis young forrestcr, 

Noe ill doth he pretend. 

Stand up. swoete niaide, I plight my troth. 

Fall thou not on thy knee; 
He ftirpc thy cruell hmthers Iwth, 

To U'nd the knee to tiiee. 

Stand tliou l»ehinde this stnrdie oke, 
1 s<x)ne Hill quell their pride; 

Thoult see my swonl with furie smoki*, 
And in their hearts hloo<l died. 

II s(»t his liacko against a tree, 

His foote against a stone; 
The first Mow that he gave so free, 

Cleft one miui to the bone. 

The tanners bold tliey fought right well, 

And it was one to two: 
Dut Robin did them both refell, 

All in the damsells viewe. 

The red blood ran from Robins brow, 

All dowiie unto his knee ; 
holde your handes, my brethren now, 

I >vill got* backe with yee. 




im: tan:«kh« iiavoiithh. 

M..ti I liu k.'. .liui.1 lut-k.-. IIIV |<IVIIV u 
^r..>..l l«i:k.-iu»l L'tiiic fight; 

lU ~ait-ti' Sl Juucm )>c no Bfraiik-. 
Uui I will it requite. 

Thfii Itobin did hi» sword uplift. 

Aod let it Ul agmine; 
'IV olilert linilhen ItmA it cleft, 

Itighi ttiTi>ii|ili uDi'i hia liraitK. 

( ) Ituld thy luuid, bulde fonrvnter. 

Ur ill OMj tbee Iwtid):; 
SIhv iii.t my Y'luiipiit IiDiiIkt htrp, 

It.. IK my fatlier. |.ri.i.-. 

Amiv, fi>r I «mild Hmmc to uoi-, 
Mj itfi' Ul th'-, (hIm nwidc! 

Itit' yr>iiiip'-il rn<-<l, Hnd mini'd ft blow 
Tlwi 111 on lUibini be«l. 

'Dh'ii lUitnn icmn<l afimiut tbe Uw, 

Iln life uii- )(oiw did iiM.'Iiie; 
Ilia pjcH did Kviii), ho ruuld not in- 
The iiMiJi-ii hUtn l>ot»«i-n«. 

It wu not luiig crp Itiibuibaod 
Cuuld wt'Mi- lib HKord »> hnghl ; 

L'pon but fet-t>' he linnly ittixid. 
And did ntivm thv flgbt : 

L'null the Iwuter touro ouuld brair 

Ilia wnfun io tba uk ; 
Itut ItuUn orotiU Dul hia bcmtr 

0{ lik. aud led him iherr. 



:iOii 
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Tiitru Ui thic grueiii'wood did he fly, 
Anil uitli iiim wout the maidc; 

For him she vowd that she would dye, 
He*d live for her, he said. 



FINIS. 



T. FL.EMIKG. 





XLII. 

IIOHINHOOU AND THE PEDDLERS. 



ViLi. you heare a ule of Bobinhood, 

Will Scnrlelt, anJ LitUe John? 
Niiw listen awhile, it will make you smile, 

As before it hath many a on«. 

They were archers three, of hie degree, 

Ab good as ever drewe bowe; 
Their arrowes were loi^ and tlieir anues were strong. 

As most had cause to knowe. 

But one sommcrs day, as tiiey toke their way 
Tlirough the forresl of (jiwni' Klinrwoud, 

To kill the kiiig» <leare, yim nIiuH jireHontly heitn: 
Wtiut Kfell these anliirs y<«>a. 



^b'2 Konnc hood 

Thej were ware on the roade of three peddlers witli 1on4l<\ 

For each one liad his packe. 
Full of all wares for coimtrie (aires, 

Trust up upon hia backe. 

A good oke staffe, a yard and a balfe, 

Each one had in his hande ; 
And they were all boune to Nottingham toune. 

As you shall understand. 

Yonder I see bolde peddlers three. 

Said Robin to Scarlett and John ; 
Wele search their packes upon their backe^^ 

Before that they begone. 

Holla, good fellowes! quod Robin Hood, 

Whether is it ye doe goe ; 
Now stay and rest, for that is the Itest, 

Tis well you should doe so. 

Noe rest we neede, on our roade we speeds. 

Till to Nottingham we get. 
Thou tellst a lowde lye, said Robin, for I 

Can see that ye swinke and swet. 

The peddlers three crosst over the lee. 

They did not list to fight. 
I charge ye tarrie, quod Robin, for marry. 

This is my owne land by right 

This is my mannor and tliis is my parke, 

1 would have ye for to knowe ; 
Ye lire U^Me outlawes, I see l»y vmise 

Ye arc so presl tn goe. 
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The peddlers three turned round to se<^, 

Who it might be they herd ; 
Then again went on as they list to be gone. 

And never answered word. 

Then tooke Robinhood an arrow so good, 

Which he did never lacke, 
And drewe his bowe, and the swift arrowe 

Went through the last peddlers packe. 

For him it was well on the packe it fell, 

Or his life had found an end ; 
And it pierct the skin of his liacke within. 

Though the packe did stand his friend. 

Then downe they flung their packes each one, 

And stayde till Ilobin came. 
Quod Robin, I saide ye had better stayde ; 

Good sooth, ye were to blam^. 

And who art thou? by S. Crispin, I vowe, 

He quickly cracke thy head! 
Cried Robin, come on, all three, or one ; 

It is not so soone done as said. 

My name, by the roode, is Robinhood ; 

And this is Scarlett and John ; 
It is three to three, ye may plainelie see, 

Soe now, brave fellowes, laye on. 

The first peddlers blowe brake Robins bowe. 

That he had in his hand ; 
And Scarlett and John, they eche had one 

That they unneath could stand. 
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Now holde your handes, cride Robinhood, 

For je have oken staves ; 
But tarie till wee can get but three. 

And a fig for all your braves. 

Of the peddlers the first, his name Kit o Thirske, 

Said, we are well content; 
So eche tooke a stake for his weapon to make 

The peddlers to repent 

Soe to it they fell, and their blowes did ring well 

Uppon the others backes; 
And gave the peddlers cause to wish 

They had not cast their packes. 

Tet the peddlers 3 of their blowes were so free. 

That Robin began for to rue ; 
And Scarlett, and John, had such loade laide on. 

It made the sunne looke blue. 

At last Kits oke caught Robin a stroke. 

That made his head to sound ; 
He staggerd, and reelde, till he fell on the fielde. 

And the trees with him went round. 

Now holde your handes, cride Little John, 

And soe said Scarlett eke; 
Our maister is slaine, I tell you plaine. 

He never more will speake. 

Now, heaven forefend he come to that end. 

Said Kit, I love him well; 
But let him leame to be wise in tume, 

And not with poore peddlers mell. 
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In my packe, God wot, I a balsame have got. 

That soone his hurts will heale ; 
And into Robinhoods gaping mouth 

He presentlie powrde some deale. 

Now &re ye well, tis best not to tell. 

How ye three peddlers met; 
Or if that ye doe, prithee tell alsoe. 

How they made ye swinke and swett. 

Poor Robin in sound they left on the ground, 

And hied them to Nottingham, 
Whilst Scarlett, and John, Robin tended on, 

Till at length his senses came. 

No sooner, in haste, did Robinhood taste 

The balsame he had tane, 
Then he gan to spewe, and up he threwe 

The balsame all againe. 

And Scarlett, and John, who were looking on 

Their master as he did lie. 
Had their faces besmeared, both eies and beard. 

Therewith most piteouslie.* 

Thus ended that fray; soe beware alwaye 

How ye doe challenge foes; 
Looke well aboute they are not to stoute, 

Or you may have worst of the blowes. 

* This nisty incident seems Ukea from Don Qmiaxte. 
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THE BOLD PEDLAR AND ROBIN HOOD. 



The Editor ia indebted for the following LalUd, in the 
first instance, W Mr. William CliapiwU; and secondly, to 
the volume of " Ancient Poems, Ballads, and Songs, of 
(he PeiLtantTT of England," contributed by James Henry 
Diion, Esq. la the publications of the Percy Society. 

In his introductory notice, Mr. Dinon says, " This ballad 
is of considerable antiquity, and no doubt much older than 
eome of those inserted in the common garlands. It ap~ 
pears to have escaped the notice of Kilaon, Percy, and other 
rollerton of Robin Hood ballads. An aged female in Rer- 
mondsey, Surrey, from whoso oral rtx^ilation the editor 
look doTni the present version, infunned bin), that she Imd 
ofleii lii'uni litr ^'nLiL<lmolli<-r sing it. nml Hint it was wmt 
in priui ; but he Lis of hile met with si'vcnil i-ommon Mall 
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XLIII. 



THE BOLD PKDLAR AND ROBIN I1(K>1>. 



There chanced to be a pedlar bold, 

A pedlar bold he chanced to be ; 
lie rolled his pack all on his back. 

And he came tripping o er the lee. 

Doun, a doun, a doun, a doun. 

By chance he met with two troublesome blades, 
Two troublesome blades they chanced to be ; 

The one of them was bold Robin Hood, 
And the other was Little John, so free. 

Oh ! pedlar, pedlar, what is in thy pack. 

Come speedilie and tell to me? 
I ve several suits of the gay green silks. 

And silken bow-strings two or three. 

If you have several suits of the gay green silks. 

And silken bow-strings two or three, 
Then it's by my body, cries Little John, 

One half your pack shall belong to me. 

Oh ! nay, oh ! nay, says the pedlar bold. 
Oh ! nay, oh ! nay, that never can Ihj ; 

For there 8 never a man from fair Nottingham 
Can take one half my pack fixim me. 
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' Then the pedlar he pulled off his pack, 
And put it a litUe below his knee, 
Sajring, if you do move me one perch from this, 
My pack and all shall gang with thee. 

Then Little John he drew his sword ; 

The pedlar by his pack did stand; 
They fought until they both did sweat. 

Till he cried, pedlar, pray hold your hand. 

Then Robin Hood he was standing by. 
And he did laugh most heartilie ; 

Saying, I could find a man of a smaller scale. 
Could thrash the pedlar and also thee. 

Go you try, master, says Little John, 
Go you try, master, most speedilie. 

Or by my body, says Little John, 

I am sure this night you will not know me. 

Then Robin Hood be drew his sword, 
' And the pedlar by his pack did stand. 
They fought till the blood in streams did flow. 
Till he cried, pedlar, pray hold your hand ! 

Pedlar, pedlar, what is thy name? 

Come speedilie and tell to me; 
My name ! my name I ne*er will tell. 

Till both your names you have told to me. 

The one of us is bold Robin Hood, 
And the other Little John so free : 

Now, says the pedlar, it lays to my good will, 
Whether mv name 1 clius«* to tell to thee. 
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I am Gamble Gold of the gay green woods. 

And traveird far beyond the sea; 
For killing a man in my father's land. 

From my ooontiy I was forced to flee. 

If you are Gamble Gold of the gay green woods, 

And tiaTell*d hi beyond the sea. 
Yon are my mother's own sister's son; 

What nearer cousins then can we be? 

They sheathed their swords with friendly words, 

So merrilie they did agree, 
They went to a tavern and there they dined. 

And bottles cracked most merrilie. 





ROBIN HOOD'S COURTSHIP WITH 
JACK CADE'S DAUGHTER. 



Seterai. rcrords of Robin Hood's populari^ in Sootland 
orcur ID the prpceding rolume ; shewing also the earlj 
knowledge whirh tbe inhabitants of the sister kingdom 
liad obtained of his character and exploits. The printing 
of TJu LtfteU GnU, by Chapmen and Ufllar of Edinburgh, 
so soon after the invention of printing as 1508, is remaric- 
able. But it was not till the editor met with- the following 
nambie, he was aware, that the populace of that oountij 
held a " Robin Hude's day" in his commemontioD, and 
bow pertinaciunsly they set the laws at defiance in per- 
petuation uf the games they had instituted. Biriwp 
L^timer'n diMppointment at finding the inhabitants of 
a rertain parbh preferring a " Gathering for Robin Hood" 
U) the hearing o{ a sermnn, is <«lipsed by the following 
hisltirr of a branch «S the peace in defence of tltese games. 



V. I 1 ;i .1 \- Iv ■ \I'I - 1' \l 



corroboniteii bj Mr. Olialmers, in his Caledonia, vol. ii, 
j». 64-^.:^ :— 

** Bobin Hood was andontly oelebntod in Scotland by an annual 
1^7 or fettiTal; and the fc^owing extnct, while it shews the estima- 
tion in whieh this fettind was regarded, displays at the same time 
their Inwksa oondnet, and the weakness of the civil power, in the city 
of Edinboigh, in the fourteenth century. 

"ThegameofiZodtii Hood was celebrated in the month of May. 
Tlie populace assembled previous to the celebration of this festival, 
and choae some respectable member of the corporation to officiate in 
the character of Robin, Hood, and another in that of Little John, his 
squire. Upon the day appointed, which was on a Sunday or a holi' 
day, the people assembled in a military array, and went to some 
adjoining field, where, either as actors or spectators, the whole in- 
habitants of the respective towns wttre convened. In this field they 
probably amused themselves with a representation of Robin Hood's 
predatory exploits, or of his encounters with the officers of justice. 
As numerous meetings for disorderly mirth are apt to engender 
tumults, when the minds of the people come to be agitated with 
religious controversy, it was found necessary to repress the game of 
Robin Hood by public statute. The populace were by no means 
willing to relinquish their fisvourite amusement Year after year the 
magistrates of Edinburgh were obliged to exert their authority in 
repressing the game, often ineflfectually. In the year 1561, the mob 
were so enraged at being disappointed in making a Robin Hood, that 
they rose in mutiny, seized on the city gates, committed robberies 
upon strangers; and one of the ringleaders being condemned by the 
magistrates to be hanged, the mob forced open the jail, set at liberty 
the criminal and aU the prisoners, and broke in pieces the gibbet 
erected at the cross for executing the malefactor. They next assaulted 
the magiatratea, who were sitting in the council-chamber, and who 
fled to the tolbooth lor shelter, where the mob attacked them, bat- 
tering the doors, and forcing stones through the windows. Appli- 
eatieii was made to the deacons of the corporations to appease the 
tnniali. Remaining, however, unconcerned spectators, they made 
this answer: — 7Vy irtO he wutguirain alone; let them nJe the mnUUnde 
The magistrates were kept in confinement till they made 
Lion be published, offering indemnity to the rioters for lay- 
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iog down their arms. Still, however, so late as the yemr 159S, we 
find the General Assembly complaining of the profanation of the 
Sabbath, by making of Robin HootTg playt.*'—Amoi'§ Hiitorp ofEdtm- 
cb. II. 



But in addition to this testimony of the attachment of 
the Scotch populace to Robin Hood's memoiy, scTenl bal- 
hds in the collections published by Jamieson, Buchan, 
Cnloch, Sir Walter Scott and others, shew the estimation 
in which Robin Hood and his companions were held bj 
men of superior rank and attainments. Some of these 
ballads are the foUowing, which the Editor has selected; 
none of them having appeared before in Ritson*8 " Robin 
Hood'' or in any ulterior edition. They are of various merit ; 
but that upon the marriage of Robin Hood \dth Jack 
Cade*8 daughter is a valuable relic, for its graceful simpli- 
city and poetic imageiy. They form together a valuable 
addition to the present enlarged collection. 

The following liallad is contained in an 8vo. publication 
of about sixteen pages, and was kindly lent to the Editor 
by J. Walter K. Eyton, Esq., of Cheltenham. It was 
purchased by Mr. Thorpe, the bookseller, at Mr. Brockett s 
sale, and by him sold to Mr. Eyton. Only fifteen copies 
were printed. 

The following are Uie title-page and publisher s preface. 
Two Anxiest Ballads, Robin Hood's courtship with 

Jack Cade s Daughter, and The Frieris Traoedie. 

Aberdeen: published and sold by William Robertson. 

(No date.) 

** The publisher has been kindly permitted to print a few copies of 
these two ancient ballads, from a MS. in the possession of an elderiy 
gentleman of his acqaaintancc. The MS. has been long in his (kmily, 
and was transcribed by his father when a young man. The reciter 
recollected to have seen them in print, at which time they were 
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much sung, though the publisher has not been so fortunate as to re- 
cover a copy. Thejr are now printed verbatim from the MS." 

The transcriber appears to have varied the orthography 
of the two ballads, from whim, and to have inserted some 
words more modem than the others, probably to supply a 
deficiency in the writer^s memory. 

The Editor has only to observe, that the name of the 
first ballad occurs in Captain Cox's celebrated black-letter 
collection, and was supposed to have been lost. 



XLIV. 



UOHIN HOODii COUKTSHir WITH JACK CADK S DAUGHTER. 



" Brume, brume, on je hill. 
Brume on 56 hill for me, oh. 
Ye blossomis of 56 yellow brume. 
Are pleasan for to 5ee, oh."* 



* This chorus is common in many Scotch ballads. ** firoom. Broom 
on Hm," is a poem mentioned by I^ane in his Projfreu of Qmeen 
EUxabdk hda Warwiek$/ur€, as forming part of Captain Cox*s ooUec- 
tioo of ballads, so much adored by the black-letter antiquaries of the 
present day ; now better known as the Roxburgh collection of ballads, 
■t length placed on the shelves of the British Museum. The same 
ballad is also quoted by one of the personages in a ** Very merry and 
pithie comedie,*' called ** The longer thou livcst the more fool thou 
art.- 

** Here entrelh Moros, counterfeiiing a vaine gesture and a foolish 
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Mt natiw hill is livrlit with fleuriM, 
Sa<^ hloroand fur to view, oh, 
Witli auKftt glailes of sucred hrume. 
Ad nows uf heathery blue, oh. 

Brume, brume, Ssc 

yt medis are brusit by 56 fays, 

Wi guildis and gowands rair, oh. 

An 5e wilde thyme s sweet smelling breath, ■ 

Upon 5air wings 5ai liair, oh. 

Brume, brume, &c. • 

Als in my bower of eglant}'ne. 
Under ^e l}'nden tree, oh, 
I heir ^e little burdcs sing. 
In 5air quaeint mynstrolsie, oh. 

Brume, brume, &c. 

An see 50 bume witli birran birr, 
B«itween its cleuchis rin, oli. 
An aft^r mouv Ivnkis dreich 
Gae loup into je Ijn, oh. 

Brume, brume, &c. 

countenance, synging the foote of manj' songes, is foolss werb 
wojrr." 

J/orot. Brome, brome on hill. 

The gentle brome on hill; 
Brome, brome on Hiue hill. 
The gentle brome on Iliue hill. 
The brome stands on Hiue hill a. 

** Brome, brume on hill,** is also mentioned in TV compla^ ^ 
Scotland; Levden*s edition, p. 100. 




In inxliMurlr.! r 



Itrtj 






liod Tni yA troubW ««neb I UD, 
And [Munrt (trieTUUhlif, 
Quhui on mj (athi-f* d^the I tlunke. 
Whirl) raiuit (tth bj [DP. 

Bnitne, brume, Ar. 

An mii^t I Ifvvr mj bonip woodts. 

Oar. ^r, your osim, je (air joungt- ma 
It i-annft. numiiA to-. 

Bnimt'. brume, tr. 



■' T-.Mi. u.» 



. ror 



Y<- mfTiiii nki-i 
Was.sail aixi ri* 



3r <ttatel7 fiirti-lli>i <if je tuwii 

So prrtlir HUndv on hie. 

And ■!» }•' tC'ii'li" |>r»itd df utaviies, 

jU Irakis lai- hawtanitlK- 

jp wbii^iu jal aar ([utdin full. 
Bol U> Mk u» lor ui tiip . 
AUom }F Utrmu «hw jc l>irlp. 
jp ml vine plenieowiUp. 

Tomi, lam. ir. 



M'tl) 



UUUr.N IUK»1)S roltllTSllII* 



5e >c'lu]>()is y\{ sitilis on 50 sou, 
Ar frauclil fni iVeiiiyt Ian, 
We wnik of tostlyk ilagaries, 
Baith ni|)|>ertie an gran. 

Town, town, &c 

56 nonnes qulia lukis outwardlie, 
Yclad wi modestie; 
56 freirs als quha pure of soul 
Lemis vaine vennerio. 

Town, town, &c. 

An juirs jn* lialHs> of nobil knychts 
(^uhare lyart inynstrellis plaies. 
An singis for yair lordis delylo, 
y^ feychtes of olden daies. 

Town, town, S:c. 

Als in 5at hall is je plaeii*s too, 
Awand vair mysterie, 
< >r bawde interlu<le befoir 
30 nobil ronipanie. 

Town, town, ilr. 



An eke the lyinmit gleenien, too, 
i^uliase }j}inpis makis delyoht, 
Quhan uii ^c jearly minnyng daiej> 
lie sj>om#'S all je nycht. 

Town, town, Ac. 

So ionit' along wi' nie, my love, 
So coiiit' idonj^ wi' me. oh I 
All I will lak 3011 to 31' town, 
Thar jnly .-^itlit^ to 3«', oh! 

Town, town. i^r. 
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Quhal car I for 3««ur fi»rtelli&. 
Your schippis and dfrnarne, sir; 
I wad na gie mj koaiik shade 
For all 5oar malth an gane, sir. 

Brume, bmme, kc 

Ane quaff fina out ^e dnystal borne 
Gat pearlis demelie, sir. 
Is better (ar jan a' ^onr vine 
5at ye birle plenteoasUe, sir. 

Bmnie, brume, Arc. 

36 little skiffe upon je locb 
More pleasure is to me, sir, 
5an 30ur outlandis skippis ^at 
Come from ajont 5e 5ee, sir. 

Brume, brume, &c. 

50ur nonnes an frieris may defonl 
Yaimselves, but sal not me, sir; 
3air sadde defomes I doe reggret. 
But nevir wus to see, sir. 

Brume, brume, &c. 

30ur mjustrellis quently carpit lymes. 
May give delychte to jou, sir: 
36 throstle is my quirrister, 
And singis me anew, sir. 

Brume, brume, &c, 

30 rural sportis of 36 swankis, 
More plcasan are to vew, sir, 
3rtn mysteries of plavf^rs leudc 
An f'k».» 30ur gleeraen, too, sir. 

Brume, brume, ^c. 



II lu> 



y»i va<\ not leiive this elitule, eir; 
Bot jdii wail live my Robin Hood, 
And I }our Joan Cade, sir. 

Brume, brume, &c. 

And I will nevir from ;e part, 
Bot live within this wod«, oh! 
An since joii will be mj Joan Cade, 
Ise be your Robin Hood, oh ! 

Brume, brume, /te. 
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ROBIN HOOD AND THE OLD MAN. 



This ballad is taken frum the second volume of ** Popular 
Ballads and Songs/* published by Mr. Robert Jamieson in 
1806. For this ballad, Mr. Jamieson acknowledges him- 
self indebted to the Rev. Dr. Percy, the nephew of the 
Bishop of Dromore, and editor of several editions of his 
" Reliques of Ancient Poetr}*"; who also granted to Mr. 
Jamieson the perusal of the celebrated folio MS. of ballads, 
from which many of those in the Reliques were selected. 
Mr. Jamieson also acknowledges himself indebted for others 
to tlie recitation of Mrs. Brown of Falkland, so well known 
to the Scotch collectors. The additions which Mr. Jamieson 
made to the catalogue of our traditionary ix>etry were con- 
siderable; and by the prefiice to his volumes, he appears 
to have had his industrv, in the collection, excited bv tlie 
encouragement of the late Rev. Jonathan lyncher. Vicar of 
Epsom, with whom he resided for several years, and of 
whom he sjieaks with much affection. 

In the plan of Mr. Jamieson s publication, he was in 
part anticipated by Sir Walter Scott's ** Minstrelsy of tlie 
Scottish Border"; their materials liaving been in a great 
measure the same, and many of them obtained from tlie 
same source, Mrs. Brown of Falkland. 

There ai*e three pieiTs in Jamieson s volumes relative to 
Robin Hood; the two abuut to be inserted, and *' Robyn 
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Hrnle ami the Miiiik«%" inipeiintly »M)pi<'d fn>in the MS. 
in the jMihlic lilirarv at Cainbriilge, hut inserted correctly 
at p. 7 of this volume, under Uie head of ** A Tale of Kol»iii 
Hood." 



XLV. 

ROBIN HOOD AND THE 01J> MAN. 
A FRAGMENT. 



In faith, thou slialt have mine. 
And iOs. in thy purse, 
To spend at ale and wine. 

Though your clothes are of light Iiinc(dne git»en, 

And mine gray russet, and tome. 
Yet it doth not you l»eseme 

To d(X' an old man sconie.* 

I ><onie thee not. old man, says Rohin, 

Kv the faith of mv body ; 
Di»e of thy clothes, thou shalt have mine. 

For it mav noe l>etter he. 

But Rohin did on the old mans hose. 

The were torn in the wrist, 
When I Kx)ke on my leggs, said liohin, 

Tlien for to laugh I list. 



• By proposing, that is. to ruakc an fxchanp* of clothes, the bmr- 
pdn beine so much to ihr advantage of the old man. 



AMD THE OLD MAN. 871 

Bot Robin did on the old mans shoes. 

And the were chitt full cleane; 
Now bj mj faith, says Little John, 

These are good for thomes keene. 

But Robin did on the old mans doake, 

And it was tome in the necke; 
Now by mj fiuth, said William Scarlett, 

Heere shold be set a specke. 

But Robin did on the old mans hood, 

I^^ goggle on his crowne, 
When I come into Nottingham, said Robin, 

My hood it will lightly downe.* 

But yonder b an outwood, said Robin, 

An outwood all and a shadei^ 
And thither I reede you, my merrymen all, 

The ready way to take. 

And when you heare my little home blow. 
Come raking all on a rowte.^ 



home to his mouth, 
A load blast oold he blow. 
Fall three hundred bold yeomen 
Came raking all on a row. 



^ tA I shall easily bare my head, in reverence to the sheriff &e. 
t It has bean suggested, that this ought to be Aroie, and not tkadt. 
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But Robin cast downe his baggs of bread, 

Soe did be his staffe with a fiioe. 
And in a doublet of red veWett 

This yeoman stood in his place. 

But Robin he lope, and Robin he threw, 

He lope over stock and stone. 
But those that saw Robin Hood run 

Said he was a liver old man. 

But bend your bowes, and stroke your strings. 

Set the gallow tree aboute. 
And Christes curse on his head, said Robin, 

That spares the sheriff and the sei^geant.* 

When the sheriffe see gentle Robin wold shoote, 

He held up both his hands, 
Saves, aske, good Robin, and thou shalt have. 

Whether it be house or land. 

I will neither have house nor land, said Robin, 

Nor gold, nor none of thy fee, 
But I will have those 3 squires. 

To greene forest with mee. 

Now marry gods forbett, said the sheriffe. 

That ever that shold be, 
Ffor why they be the kings jolons 

They are all condemned to dye. 

But grant me my askynge. said Robin, 
Or hv me faith of my lK)dy, 



* 6hould noi Uiis be " his rowte" ? 



I 
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£arl Richard had but ae daughter. 

Fair as a lillj flower; 
And thej made up their love-contnct 

Like proper paramour. 

It fell upon a simmer's nicht, 
\llian the leaves were fiur and green. 

That Willie met his gaj ladie 
Indl the wood alane. 

** O narrow is mj gown, Willie, 

That wont to be sae wide ; 
And gane is a* mj £Eur colour. 

That wont to be mj pride. 

** But gin mj father should get word 
What s past between us twa. 

Before that he should eat or drink, 
He*d hang jou o'er that wa. 

" But jele come to my bower, Willie, 
Just as the sun goes down ; 

And kep me in jour arms twa. 
And latna me fa* down." 

O whan the sun was nere gane down. 
He's doen him tiU her bower; 

And there, by the lee licht o' the moon. 
Her window she lookit o er. 

Intill a robe o* red scarlet 

Slie lap, fearless o* liann ; 
And Willio was larj^e o lith and limb, 

And kci'pit her in his arm. 
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And thev ve gane to the gude green wood. 

And ere the night was deen, 
She*s home to him a honnj young son, 

Amang the leaves sae green. 

Whan night ms gane, and daj was come, 

And the sun hegan to peep. 
Up and raise the EUurl Richard 

Out o* his drowsy sleep. 

He*8 ca*d upon his merry young men. 

By ane, hy twa, and hy three . 
" O wliat s come o' my daughter dear. 

That she*s nae come to me? 

" I dreamt a dreary dream last night, 

God grant it come to gude ! 
I dreamt I saw my daughter dear 

Drown in the saut sea flood. 

•* But gin my daughter be dead or sick, 

Or yet be stown awa, 
I mak a vow, and III keep it true, 

III hang ye ane and a!" 

They sought her back, they sought her fore, 

They sought her up and down ; 
They got her in the gude green wood. 

Nursing her bonny young son. 

He took the bonny lx)y in his arms. 

And kist him temlerlie; 
8ays, *' though I would your fatlier hang, 

Your mothers dear to me.** 
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He kist him oer and o*er agun; 

" M7 grandson I thee claim ; 
And Robin Hood in gude green wood. 

And that shall be jour name/* 



And monj ane sings o* gnss, o* grass, 
And monj ane sings o* com; 

And monj ane sings o* Robin Hood, 
Kens little whare he was bom. 

It was na in the ha\ the ha*, 

Nor in the painted bower; 
But it was in the gude green wood, 

Amang the lillj flower. 



■"^^^ 




ROSE THE ItED. AND WHITE LILLY. 



There can be no doubt that the three following bdlaJs 
retale to Robin Hood and Little John, and have their origin 
from the aarae tmdition. The firet, entitled " Rose the Red, 
and White Liltj," is thus introdnced by Sir Walter Scott, in 
his " Minatretsj- of the SootUtih Border," vol. ii, p. 434 : — 

" Tbii kgoxlu^ tale ii given chiefly rnai lln. BaowH'f MS. 
Aocordin^j, amy of the rlivme* iriM tnta the Dorthem mode of 
pTonusdMioDi n dtt, fgr da, uid the like. Perhipi the bdkd may 
bsva aiigiiullj relilad lo the hiilorj of the colebnied RoBtx UuODi 
u menlion ii made of Baroiidilc, his riToriu: abodi'," 

There is a second ballad, witli tlic iMiini' title, iu Mr. Peter 
Buchan s " Ancient Ballads and Songii of tlic North of 
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ScotUndf** 2 vols. Edin. 1828. Mr. Buchan, in liis prefinoo, 
saj8, he had obtained the nuyority of tliem " from Uic sing- 
ing and recitation of old men and women in Scotland, and 
from others sent him by ladies and gentlemen of the highest 
respectability, on whose words, as to their authentkatj, he 
oould safely depend. In Mr. Buchan*s version of the bal- 
lad, the names of Robin Hood and Little John actually oc- 
cur; which circumstance would fairly have entitled it to a 
place in this extended collection, had it not contained more 
indelicate allusions than the EkUtor hopes have stained any 
(laper in these volumes. 

In this collection, Mr. Buchan lias also a Scotch liallad 
entitled, " Tlie Birth of Robin Hood," grounded upon tJie 
usual assertion that he was the son of a daughter of the 
Earl of Huntingdon, by one Archibald, her father s stcwanl ; 
Mr. Buchan s ballad, also, calls the earFs daughter ** Cle- 
mentina," which names ai*e tlius iutro<luced in the following 
unharmoiiious stanzas ; — 

** What shall I say, my love, Archibald, 
This day for you and me ? 
I will be laid in caald irons. 
And yell be hanged on tree. 

What aileth, my lore, Clementina ? 

What gars yoa moan sae sair ? 
YoQ know, said she, I*m with child to thee 

These eight long months and mair.** 

The third ballad is entitled **The Wedding of Robin Hood 
and Little John,** and is taken from Mr. G. P. Kinloch s 
*• Ancient Scottish Ballads." Prefixed to it arc the following 
remarks: — 

*^ Among all the numerous ballads and tales, which have been 
composed on these celebrated outlaws, tJie editor has not discovered 
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that the present one hai ever been [Mrinted. The eilitor observes, 
however, a bdlad in the * Border Minstrelsy/ under the title of 
*RoM the Red, and White Lilly/ which it evidently founded on 
the same story. The editor of that work is right in his conjecture, 
that it related to Robin Hood. One might fancy a slight resemUanoe 
between the meeting of Robin Hood with the heroines of this ballad, 
and his meeting with Clormda, or * Maid Marian,' as detailed in 
* Robin Hood's birth, breeding, valoar, and marriage,' as published 
by Mr. Ritson, vol. ii." 
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Host: TIIK UKI), AND WIIITK LILLY. 



O Rose die Hed, and White Lilly, 

Tbeir inotlier deir was dead ; 
And their father has married an ill woman. 

Wished them twa little guid. 

But she had twa as gallant sons 

As ever brake man*s bread; 
And the tane o* them lo*od her. White Lilly, 

And the tother Rose the Red. 

O bigged hae they a bigly hour, 

Fast by the roaring stmnd ; 
And there was mair mirUi in the ladyes' Iwur, 

Nor in a' their father's hmd. 
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But out And Spake their Btepmother, 
As she stood a little forehye — 
" I hope to live and plaj the pnmk. 
Sail gar jour loud sang lie.** 

She*8 caird upon her eldest son ; 

" Cum here, mj son, to me : 
It fears me sair, mj bauld Arthur, 

That je maun sail the sea.** 

" Oin sae it maun be, my deir moUier, 
Your bidding I maun dee; 
But, be never waur to Rose the Red, 
Than ye hae been to me." 

She's called upon her youngest son ; 

" Cum here, my son, to me : 
It fears me sair, mv Brown Robin, 

Tliat ve maun sail the sea.'* 

*'(iin it fear ve sair, mv mother deir. 
Your biddiug I sail dee ; 
But. l»e never waur to White Lilly, 
Than ye hae l»een to me." 

" Now baud your tongues, ye foolish boys! 
For small sail be their part: 
They ne'er again sail see your face. 
Gin their very hearts suld break." 

Sae Bauld Arthur's gane to our king's court, 

Hi> hie rliamberlftin to In?; 
Rut Brown Hobin, he has slain a knight. 

And to grone-\v(H>do he did tlee. 
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When Rose the Red, and White Lilly, 

Saw their twa loves were gane, 
Sime did they drop the loud loud sang. 

Took up the still mourning. 

And out then spake her Wliite Lilly ; 

"My sister, well be gane: 
Why suld we stay in Bamisdale. 

To mourn our hour within ?'' 

O cutted hae they tlieir green cloathing, 

A little abune their knee ; 
And sae hae tliey tlieir yellow hair, 

A little abunc tlieir bree. 

And left hae thev that bonny hour. 

To cross the raging sea ; 
And they liae ta'en to a holy cha[>el. 

Was christened by Our Ladye. 

And they hae changed their twa names, 

Sae far frae ony toun ; 
And the tane o' themes bight Sweet Willie, 

And the tother s Rouge the Rounde. 

Between the twa a promise is, 

And they hae sworn it to fulfil; 
Whenever the tane blew a bugle-horn, 

The tother suld cum her till. 

Sweet Willie's gane to the king s court. 

Her true love for to see ; 
And Rouge the Rounde to gudc grene-wood. 

Brown Robin's man to be. 
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O it fell aiies, upon a time, 

They putted at the stane; 
And seven fuot ajout them a\ 

Brown Robin*8 gar*d it gang. 

She lifted the heavj putting-stane. 

And gave a sad " O hon !" 
Then oat bespake him, Brown Robin, 

" But that's a woman's moan!* 

** O kent ye by my rosy lipe? 
Or by my yellow hair? 
Or kent ye by my milk-white breast. 
Ye never vet saw bare?" 

** I kent na by your rosy lips; 
Xor by your yellow hair; 
But, cum to your hour whaever likes. 
They 11 find a ladye there." 



" O gin ye come my hour witliin, 
Tlirough fraud, deceit, or guile, 
\Vi* tliis same brand, that's in my hand, 
I vow I will thee kill." 

•• Yet durst I cum into vour hour. 

And ask nae leave," quo* he; 
** And wi' this same brand, that's in my hand. 

Wave danger back on thee." 

About the dead hour o' the night. 

The laJye's hour was broken ; 
And, alwut the first hour o' the day, 

The fair kuave baini >^'as gotten. 
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When days were gane, and months were conte. 

The lad je was sad and wan ; 
And aye she cried for a hour woman. 

For to wait her upon. 

Then up and spake him^ Brown Robin, 
" And what needs this?" quo* he; 
" Or what can woman do for you, 
That canna be done by me?'' 

** Twas never my mothers Ciishion,*' she said, 
" Nor shall it e er be mine, 
That belted knights should e'er tt^maiu 
While ladyes dree'd their pain. 

" But gin ye take that bugle-horn. 
And wind a blast sae shrill, 
I hae a brother in yonder court. 
Will come me quickly till.'* 

** O gin ye hae a brother on earth. 
That ye lo*e mair than me, 
Ye may blow the horn yoursell,** he says, 
" For a blast I winna gie." 



She*8 ta*en the bugle in her hand. 
And blawn baith loud and shrill ; 

Sweet William started at the sound, 
And came her quickly till. 

O up and starts him. Brown Robin, 
And swore by Our Ladye, 
" No man shall come into this hour, 
But first maun fight wi* me." 
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O thej hae fought the wood within. 

Till tlie sun was going down ; 
And drops o* blood, frae Rose the Red, 

Came pouring to the ground. 

She leant her back against an aik. 

Said, " Robin, let me be: 
For it is a ladje, bred and bom. 

That has fought this daj wi* thee. " 

O seven foot he started back. 

Cried, " Alas and woe is me! 
For I wished never, in all my life, 

A woman's Miiid to see: 

*' And that all for the knightly vow 
I swore to Our Ladye; 
Hut mair for the sake o* ae fair maid, 
WTiose name was White Lilly." 

Then out and spake her, Rouge the Rounde, 
And leugh right heartilie, 
'* She has been wi* ye this year and mair. 
Though ye wistna it was she." 

Now word has gane through all the land. 

Before a month was gane, 
That a forester^s page, in gude grene-wood. 

Had bom a bonny son. 

The marvel gaed to the king s court. 
And to the kiiig himsell; 
*' Xow, by my fiae," the king did say, 
*' The like was never heard tell!" 
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Then out and spdke luin, EtaM Artfanr, 

And lao^*d right loud and hi»— 
' I tiDw some m^ has |^aid the lamn, 

And fled her ain eoantrie." 

Bring me mj sleid!** the king can aar; 

" Mj bow and arrows keen; 
And 111 gae hunt in yonder wood. 

And see what's to be seen.** 

Gin it please vonr grace," qoo' Banld Arihnr, 

" My liege. 111 gang yon wi\ 
And sec gin I can meet a bonny page. 

That's stray'd awa frae me." 

And they has chased in gade green-wood. 

The buck but and the rae. 
Till they drew near Brown Robin's boor. 

About the close o' day. 

Then out and spake the king himsell. 

Says, " Arthur, look and see. 
Gin yon be not your favourite page. 

That leans against yon tree." 

O Arthur's ta'en a bugle-horn. 

And blawn a blast sae shrill ; 
Sweet Willie started to her feet. 

And ran him quickly till. 

O wanted re your meat, Willie, 

Or wanted ye your fee ? 
Or gat ye e'er an angry word. 

That ye ran awa frae me?" 
VOL. II. i> i» i» 
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** I wanted nought, my master dear; 
To me ye ay was good : 
I cam to see my ae brother. 
That wons in this grene-wood.** 

Then out bespake the king again, — 

" My boy, now tell to me. 
Who dwells into yon bigly hour. 

Beneath yon green aik tree?*' 



«« 



pardon me,** said sweet Willy, 
My liege, I dare na tell ; 

And gang na near yon outlaw*8 hour. 
For fear they suld you kill." 

" baud your tongue, my bonny boy! 
For I winna be said nay ; 
But I ^ill gang yon hour within. 
Betide me weal or wae." 

They have lighted frae their milk-white steids. 

And safthe entered in; 
And there they saw her. White Lilly, 

Nursing her bonny young son. 

*' Now, by tlie mass/* the king he said, 
*' This is a comely sight; 

1 trow, instead of a forester s man. 
This is a lady bright!" 

O out and spake her. Rose the Red, 
And fell low on her knee : — 
** j>ardon us, my gracious liege, 
And our storv 111 tell theo. 
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'* Our father is a wealthy lord, 
Lives into Bamisdale; 
But we had a wicked slep-mother, 
That wrought us maikle bale. 

" Yet had she twa as fu* fair sons. 
As eer the sun did see; 
And the tane o* them lo*ed my sister deir. 
And the tother said he lo*ed me/' 

Then out and cried him Bauld Artlmr, 
As by the king he stood, — 
" Now, by the faith of my lK>dy, 
This suld be Rose the Red!" 



The king has sent for robes o* green, 

And girdles o* shining gold; 
And sae sune have tlie ladyes busked tliemsclves, 

Sae glorious to behold. 

Then in and came him, Brown Robin, 

Frae hunting o* tlie kings deer, 
But when he saw tlie king himsell, 

He started back for fear. 

The king has ta'cn Robin by the liaiid, 

And bade him nothing dread. 
But quit for aye tlie gude grene-wood. 

And come to the court wi* speed. 

The king has ta*en White Lilly's son. 

And set him on his knee ; 
Says, " Gin ye live to wield a brand, 

Mv l)Owman thou sail be." 
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They hare ta'en them to the holy chRpelle, 

And there had &ir wedding; 
And when they cam to the king's court. 

For joy the bells did ring. 
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XLVIII. 

THE WEDDING OF ROBIN HOOD 
AND LITTLE JOHN.* 



The king has ni'edded an ill woman. 
Into some foreign land; — 

His daughters twa, that stood in awe, 
They bravely sat and sang. 

Then in be-came their step-mother, 
Sae stately stepping ben;f 

" O gin I live and bruikj my lip, 
ni gar§ ye change your tune." 

*' O we sang ne*er that sang, ladie. 

But we will sing again; 
And ye ne'er boor that son, ladie. 

We wad lay our love on. 

But we will cowj our yellow locks, 

A little abune our bree;i[ 
And we will on to gude green-wud. 

And serve for meat and fee. 



* From Kinloch's ** Ancient Scottbh Ballads.** 
I Ben, inner apartment { Hruik, enjoy. 

§ Gar, cause. | Cow, clip, 

f Ahumg omr brte, abore our brow. 
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And we will kilt* our gaj daithing 

A little below the knee; 
And we will on to gude green-wud, 

Gif Robin Hood we see. 

And we will change our ain twa names. 
When we gae fiae the toiin, — 

The tane we will call Nicholas, 
The tither Roger Roun.** 

Then they has cow*d their yellow locks, 

A little abune their bree ; 
And they are on to gude green-wud 

To serve for meat and fee. 

And they hae kilt their gay claithing, 

A little below their knee. 
And they are on to gud green-wud, 

Gif Robin Hood they see. 

And they hae chang'd thair ain twa names, 
When they gaed frae the toun; — 

The tane they've called Nicholas, 
The tither Roger Roun. 

And they hae staid in gude green-wud, 
And never a day thought long, 

Till it fell ance upon a day. 
That Roger sang a sang. 

" When we were in our father*s bouer, 

We sew'd the silken seam; 
But now we walk the gude green-wud, 

And l>ear anither name. 



• Kilt, tuck. 
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When we were in our father s ha\ 

We wore the beaten gold; 
But now we wear the shield so sharp, 

Ahis! well die with cold!" 

Then up bes|iake him Robin Hood, 

As he to them drew near; 
•• Instead of boys to carry the bow, 

Twa ladies we've got here." 

So they had not been in gud green-wud, 

A twalmouth and a day, 
Till Roger Roun was as big wi* bairn 

As onie lady could gae. 

'* O wae be to my stepmother. 

That garr'd me leave my hame, 
For I m wi* bairn to Robin Hood, 

And near nine months is gane. 

" wha wUl be my bouer-woman,* 

Na Ifouer- woman is here! 
O wha will be my bouer-woman. 

Whan that sad time draws near? 



The tane was wedded to Robin Hood, 
And the tither to Little John ; — 

And it was a' owing to their step-mother 
That garr*d them leave their hame. 

* Boiter'tcvmaHf atti'llilaiit. 
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XLIX. 



ROBIN HOOD AND THE SCOTCHMAN, 



The Editor met with this ballad in an Irish garland, printed 
at Monaghan, 1796. It is not worthy of notice, otherwise 
than shewing the popularity of Robin Hood in Ireland as 
well as in Scotland. He has not seen it in any other col- 
lection. 



Now bold Robin Hood to the north would go, 

With valour and mickle might; 
With sword by his side, which oft had been try'd, 

To tight and recover liis right 

The tirst tliat he met was a jolly stout Scot, 

His ser\'aDt he said he woidd be; 
No. ijuoth Robin Hood, it cannot be good. 

For thou wilt prove false unto me. 

Th''>u hast not been true to sire or cuz : 

Nay marry, the Scot he said; 
A> true as your heart, I never will part. 

Good master be not afraid. 



But e'er I employ you, said lK)ld Robin H<xh1, 

With you I must have a bout; 
Tile Scotchman reply'd, let the liattle be tn *d. 

For I kuuw I will beat vou out. 
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Thus saying, the contest did qnicklj begbi. 

Which lasted two boon and more; 
The blows Sawnej gk\e bold Robin so bnre. 

The battle soon made him gire o*er. 

Have mercy, thoa Scoldiman, bcdd Bobin Hood crj'd^ 

Full deaiij this boon hare I boa|^t; 
We will both agree, and mj man joa shall be. 

For a stouter I nei-er have Iboght. 

Then Sawnj consented with Bobin to go. 

To be of his bowmen so gaj ; 
Thus ended the fi^t, and with mickle delight 

To Sherwood they hasted away. 



L. 

IN SHEBWOOD UTDE STOUT BOBIN HOOD. 

Fob the two following ballads the Editor is indebted to 
£. F. Rimbault, Esq., who discovered them in his exten- 
sive and unique collection of ancient music, songs, bal- 
lads, madrigals, &c. 

In Sherwood livde stout Robin Hood, 

An archer great, none greater ; 
His bow and shafts were sure and good. 

Yet Cupid^s were much better. 
Robin could shoot at many a hart and misse, 
Cupid at first could hit a hart of his. 

Hey jolly Robiu, Loe jolly Ilobin, hey jolly Robin Hood, 

Love finds out me, as well as thee, so follow me, so follow 
me to the green- wood. 
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A noMe thiefc was Robin Hoodc, 

Wise was he could deceive him; 
Yet Marriau, iu his bravest mood, 

Could of his heart bereave him! 
No greater tliief lies hidden under skies 
Then beautj closely lodgde in womens eyes. 

Hey jolly Robin, kc. 

An out-law was this Robin Hood, 

His life free and unruly ; 
Yet to faire Marrian bound he stood, 

And loves debt payed her duely. 
Whom curbe of stricktest law could not hold m, 
Love with obeyednes and a winke could winue. 

Hey jolly Robin, «l'c. 

Now wend we home, stout Robin Hood, 

Leave we the woods behind us ; 
Love-passious must not be withstood. 

Love everv where will find us. 
I hvde iu tielde and downe, and so did he, 
I got me to the woods, love followed me. 

Hey jolly Robin, Ac. 



From ** A Mu:>icall Dreame, or the fourth bookc of Ayrec, &c* 
(.'u:np«)sed by Kobert Jones. London: imprinted by the SMignces 
uf William Barley, 1606. A second edition in 1609. 



HT J^\.'«lHH>vrH IIEV im. 



im 



LI 



Kf usDfMiArjE HRT nn 



Bt metj 1 11111 MB iHf ha^^ 
There dwelt ft jhIj 
And a ▼«Tj ^iiiii oU 



he. hecf Iwi 



He bvL he hid «ui ft 
Men cftlM him. BeasfaL 

And midde <tf Ui oii^ 
W45 Iwf. WM h«», hej hn 



And from his fiidier ft 
His fofftime fer Ui seehe. 

From DMTT f eiwin ifnli* 
Wode he. wyk he, her hit. 

His fiidier voaM him ^ehe ft. 

And fnad him fiiet isleepe 
Amoi^ uie Kfti^Ji i^'wiie 

Was he, vM he, her hn. 

He tooke, he UMfhe kim 09 ft. 

All hf the liDj-vhite iMuui 
And set him on his fiset. 

And hade him ^taad, her hr>. 

He giTe to him ft l^nfa^yw. 
Made all of a tntftj tre^. 

And ftiTDwes in his hand. 
And ImkI him let them fte«. 
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BY laNDS-DALK IIKY HO. 



And shooto was that, tliat a did h. 

Some say he shot a mile. 
But halfe a mile and more 

Was it, was it, hey ho. 

And at the halfe miles end a, 
There stood an armed man; 

The childe he shot him through. 
And through and through, hey ho. 

His beard i^^as all on a white a, 
As white as whaleis bone, 

His eyes they were as cleare. 
As christall stone, hey ho. 

Aud there of him they made a 
Good yeoman Robin Hood, 

Scarlet, and Little John, 
And Little John, hey ho. 



From ** Deuteromelia; or the Second Pkrt of Musicks Mclodie, 
or Melodius Musicke, &c. London: printed for Thomas AAmww^*. 
1609.*' 4to. 




ROBIN HOOD & THE DUKE OF LANCASTER. 



A ballad, to the tone of Tht Abbot of CanUHmry. 



This ballad wu bound op, with many othen, in a folio 
Tolume, No. — , in a catalogue publiBhed a few years ago 
by Mr. Tboipe the bookseller, who, with his usual love for 
the extension of literature, kindly pennitted the Editor 10 
transcribe it for the present publication. The following is 
the colophoa : " London : printed for J. Jones, at the Rojal 
Exchange, tad sold by the booksellers of London and 
Westminster. 1727. (Price 2d)." 

It is not to be supposed, that this ballad relates to any 
transactions in the life of our hero. It is in all probabili^ 
a satire upon some courtier, who had made appticatibn to 
the king for the rangeiship of one of his forests. 
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KoniN IIOOl) AND TliE DUKR OF I.AN<'ASTF.II. 



Come listen, my friends, to a story so new, 
In the (lays of King John, in twelve hundred and two; 
How the liold little Duke of the fair Lancashire 
Came to speak to the king like a brave cavalier. 

Deny down, down, down, derry down. 

In a trice he was got to the good king s abode. 

The horse in a froth, on which the duke rode; 

The' the steed had galloped full three miles from homo, 

Not so much at the mouth, as tlie rider did foam. 

The gate it did shake, when he knock *d at the door. 
As his hauils they did tremble wiUi anger full sore ; 
And a message of haste his words did bespeak. 
Till the paint, red Itefore, waxed blue on his cheek. 

Quoth the porter, who is it, that dares be so bold 
As to stun the fiGiir gate of our liege*s freehold ; 
Quoth the duke, I am come, some truth to report, 
Oho ! quoth the porter, — ^you're just come to court. 

He tossed up his cliin, and a roll did advance. 
Of parchmtriit I weon, instead of a lance; 
See here is the statuio, we made such a strife for; 
Sail! the jK)rter, it seemetli to me all a cypher. 
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Tlieii up the high steps the short duke he did stride ; 
His stride so gigantic his stature belied ; 
Quoth he, as a peer, I will free my good liege 
From the vermin and ear-wigs his grace that besiege. 

The jeoman cried, stand; quoth the duke, I*m a peer, 
And I bring a good statute of parliament here ; 
Be the king where he can, I may visit him still, 
This was passed in the last of Conqueror Will. 

He found his good grace just a trimming his beard. 
By the hands of a dwarf whom he lately had reared ; 
The duke was beginning his speech in great wrath. 
Says the king to the dwarf, this is nothing but froth. 

My good liege, quoth the duke, you are grossly abused. 
By knaves for and near, by your grace kindly used ; 
There s your keeper, so crafty, called bold Robin Hood, 
Keeps us all but himself, my good liege, in a wood. 

He riseth ere daybreak to kill your fat deer. 
And never calls me to partake of the cheer; 
For shoulders and umbles, and other good fees. 
He says, for your use he locks up with his keys. 

As I*m learnt in the law, this is robbing direct, 
As appears by the 1st of King Will: vii. sect 
Besides what is your's, sir, is our*s, and then. 
He's a felon, d ye see, by the 2d of Hen. 

What is worse, he will make Harry Gambol a keejKsr; 
And tlie plot eveiy tlay is laid deejMT aiul deeper ; 
Should he bring him once in, your eoui*t would grow tliianor, 
For instead of a saiut, he would turn out a simier. 
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I intreat jou, my liege, have a care what you do, 
Tu man, >vuoiaii, nor child, he was never yet true; 
Shou'd you trust liim he*d serve you as ill, on my life. 
As he did his first friends, as he did his first wife. 

Quoth our liege, would you have no Rohin out — is that all? 
I wou*d have, quoth the duke, no Robbing at all; 
Why, man ! quoth the king, on my troth youll hereave 
All my court of its people except *tis my sheriff. 

Besides, wholl succeed him ? because, without doubt. 
You'd have some one put in sure, as well as put out 
Then a smile so obliging the duke did display. 
And made a low beysance, as if who should say. 

Said our liege, I respect your great depth at a word. 
But to cast up vile sums is beneath such a lord. 
As to that, quoth the duke, I learnt it at school. 
And can tell more than twenty — ^you know I*m no fooL 

Quoth our liege, with a sneer, tho* with Dbu^ right serene, 
I believe I by this time guess all that you mean; 
Wou'd you have me hang Robin, and count my own pelf; 
Oh! no, quoth the duke, I'd be Robbtno myself. 



BALLADS RELATIVE TO ROBIN HOOD, 

CONTAINED IN MB. PECK*8 MS., NOW IN THE 
EDIT0R*8 POSSESSION. 



In the pre&ce to the preceding volume, p. 27 et seq., will 
be found all that is necessary to be said in illustration of 
the contents of Mr. Peck*s MS. After a repeated perusal of 
these ballads, and a comparison with those in Mr. Ritson*s 
collection, and now reprinted, the Editor is more strongly 
oouTinced that all which are contained in this imperfect 
manuscript were either composed by Mr. Peck himself, 
or were altered by him from those in the garlands or chap- 
books then in existence. For this reason, and that the 
contents of the present volume have extended to a far 
greater length than the Editor contemplated, he will only 
extract four of them; together with what Mr. Peck calls 
" The Editor*s Conclusion"; as this conclusion relates to 
three of the missing ballads, which, in all probability, were 
Mr. Peck*s own composition. 
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LIII. 

REFLECTIONS UPON THE STORY OF RODIN 
WHOOD AND UI8 MEN. 



The argument. — The author compares Robin Whood's 
times and his own together; and shews the difference. 

This song is taken from ** A true Tale of Robin Wliood: 
bv Martin Parker, gent." See stanzas 107, 108. 109. 110. 
116. 117. 118. 119 and 120. of that poem. 

The stanza is four lines. The measure of those four lines 
is eight, six; eight, and six syllables. To the tune of The 
Outlawing of Robin W1%ood. 



Full fourtj vears and something more 

Robin \Vhood lived thus! 
Fear'd of the rich ; lov*d of tlie [xwr; 

A matter marvelous ! 

A thing impossible to us 

His story seems to be. 
None dare be now so venturous : 

But times are chang'd wc see. 

We, who in later davs do live 

Of l»etter govemnient, 
If need be, have a thous^md wavs 

Such outla^v^ to prevent. 
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In Bob 8 days men more liarb*rou8 were 

And lived less in awe. 
Now (heaven be thanked) people fear 

Much more t* offend the law. 

Then let*8 be thankful for these times 
Of plcntj, truth, and peace; 

And leave our great and horrid crimes, 
Lest thej cause them to cease. 

I know there *s many a feigned tale 

Of Robin and his crew. 
But chronicles, which seldom fail. 

Report these to be true. 

Let none think this, or that, a lie ; 

For, were I put to th* worst, 
Thej maj the truth of all desciy 

I* th* reign of Dick tlie first 

If anj songster please to try, 

As I direction show, 
The main of all this histoiy. 

Hell find it true, I know. 

And I shall think my labor well 

Bestowed, to purpose good ; 
When t shall be said that I did t^ll 

True tales of Robin Whood. 
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KOUIN WUOOD BETIV£D. A CAVALIEB 80NO. 



The argument. — There is a certain qoidlibet andendi be- 
longing to poets; or a man would think, that, when Robin 
Whood (or an J body else) is once dead, and buried, and a 
good hard stone laid upon his belly, nothing would fetch him 
to life again, but a miracle. And yet, here you see, Robin 
Whood is revived! \Miy?yes. Tom Thumb lived in the days 
of King Arthur, and revived in the days of King Edgar. 
And why then might not Robin Whood live in the days of 
King Richard I, and revive in the days of King Charles II? 
Surely the quidlibet audendi of a good poet is as valid as 
the metempsychosis of Pythagoras? With all my heart then* 
for once even let it be so. And so much for the title. 

As to the song itself, gentle reader, I was a long time at 
a loss what to make of it For, at first, I took it for a 
fragment of something larger, the remainder whereof, I then 
thought, was lost Nay, and for this reason I was tempted 
to throw it by, as not knowing well what to make of it 
But, upon funher reflection, I now believe here is the Whole. 
As also, that this song was wrote by some cavalier, imme- 
diately after the Battel of Worcester; and, by Robin Whood 
is here meant King Charles II. For, 

1. The jouniey of King Charles II into Scotland; aimo 
M.D( L. is LtTc mauisfejitly pointed at. 

'2 . The treacliery of some great person to King Cliarles 1 1 
in Scotland, is hero also plainly intimated. 
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3. The traMherr €£ tke Sooto 44C M 
Scotchnttn) boCh to King Cfaulcs I mI Ki«$ GkntW^ II 

is here likewise toacbed. 

4. Moreover the Ua i eij of Kiag 
friends (the GftTBliets) as abo of has 
heads) at the Battd ai WoRaeHer, iq Seft. 
described. 

5. Again, Darid Lester, the Seolxb geaeal, wmi fab 
soldiers, who came to assist King Charles II at ike Battel 
of Worcester, and did nothing hardlj hot look on; are here 
sarcastically rebuked for their oovaidioe. 

G. Farther, the gallantij of King Charles II, when he 
so bravel J fought throo^ his enemies, and made his escape 
out of St. Martin's gate, at Worcester, is here aUoded to. 

7. Lastly, the prayer for peace, at the oondosion of this 
song, shews that it was certainly written whfle the wars 
were yet on foot. 

Now then, let us see how the song itself agrees with this 
coiyectiure in all its circumstances. This song is taken from 
'* Robin Whood*8 Garland, song xi." entitled *' Robin 
Whood and the Stranger, ^c.,** being in the common copies 
set at the end of that song; to which it hath no relation. 

The stanza (reckoning the burden a part of it) is eight 
lines. The measure of these eight lines is ten, eight, eight, 
eight; ten, eight, eight, and eight syllables. To the tune 
of IMnn Whood and Will. Scarlet, Part 1. 



Now Robin Whood bold goes northward* behold. 
With a hey down, down, and a down ; 
Full of valor and mickle might; 
With a hey down, down, and a down ; 

* King Chariit II landed in ScotUml, to June ll.M;.l* 
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A sword by his side, which oft hath been trj*d. 
With a hey down, down, and a down. 
To fight and recover his right:* 
To fight and recover his right 

The first man I wot he meets is a Scot,^ 

His servant, he saith, he will be. 
No, no, quoth Bob Whood, it cannot be good ; 

For thou wilt prove £als6 unto me. 

Thou St been a false scrub to sire and to cuh.\ 

Nay many, not so, saith the Scot. 
As true as your heart, 111 never depart; 

Gude master, your sen'ant fear not 

Then Robin Wliood bold turns southward^ behold. 

Fight on, Jtijht on,l my yeomen stout; 
For our cause is good, quoth brave Uobiii Whood : 

And we shall not be beaten out. 

The battel grows hot on both sides,^ I wot. 
The Scotchman he makes a great moan. 



* The crown of Gremt Britain. 

t Ton may easily guess who that was. 

X King Charles I and King Charles II. 

§ King Charles marches southward. He and the SooCch army en- 
tered England, 8th Aug. if.DC.LL 

I The Bauel of Worcester. " The king, peroeiring many of the 
foot to throw down their arms and decline fighting, he rode up and 
down among them, sometimes with his hat in his hand, intreating 
them to stand to their arms, and sell their lives as dear as they could. 
But s^iog his encouragements ineffectual, he crj'd out, I had rather 
you should shoot me, thun keep me alive to sec the sad eflfects of this 
faul day."— £rAan£ p. 621. a. 

^ CavulitTs and round-heads. 
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Quoth Jockey at stand, ^ they fight on each hand; 
Would I were at home with wife Joan. 

The enemy stout get Robin ahout.^ 

Tis long eer the battel it ends; 
For neither will yield, or give up the field: 

'Cause both are supply *d by their /ri^u/s4 

This merry mad rhyme was made in Bob*s time.^ 

Let's all pray to great Jove above. 
To give us true peace; that nuschief may cease, 

And war may give place unto love. 



* Dand Lesley. " The Cromwellimnt had a mighty advantage, 
not only in being more nomeroos, bat in fighting both with hone 
and foot against the king's foot only. For the Scotch hone under 
Lesley, did no wajrs perfonn their daty; being little better than 
spectaton in the battel"— fcAanJ; p 690, b. 

I "The king himself charged with that gallantry which would 
hare become our admiration in other men." Chron. by James Heath. 
FoL Lond. MJiaLxrvi. p. 297. The Earl of Cleaveland, Sir James 
Hamilton, Colonel Carlia, and some offioen nllied what force they 
could, and gare a cheek to the enemy aa they were entering in at 
Sodbury gate, and Talianfly disputed that street with them. Whidi 
•etiofi prored of mighty importance for securing the king's flight out 
of 8L lCartin*s gate, who had otherwise been in danger of being taken 
in the town. — Edkard, p. 691, a. 

X See here the obstinacy of both parties. Oliver in his letter to 
the Fsrfiament caDed this Tictory, a er om mim g mertf. An expressioo 
afterwards moch remembered, when he put up for the kingship. 

f Forte, NoU's time. 
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LV. 



ROBIN WHOOD AND KING RICHARD. PART T. 



The foundation of this song is taken from **The whole 
Life and merry Exploits of bold Robin AVhood,** in prose, 
8vo. London : printed by J. Willis, p. 88, vrho copies it 
from *' Robin Whood*s life in the histoiy of Highwaymen,** 
vol. in. by Capt. Alex. Smith, p. 29. The story seems to 
be genuine — ^however, quaere ? 

The stanza (reckoning the burden a part of it) is eight 
lines. The measure of those eight lines is ten, eight, eight, 
eight; ten, eight, eight, and eight syllables. To the tune 
of Eobin Whaod and the Stioemaken of BradUead, 



From Nottingham town, that prince of renown. 
With a hey down, down, and a down ; 
King Richard must ride to Shirewood, 
With a hey down, down, and a down ; 

Ne*er having been there, to take the fresh air. 
With a hey down, down, and a down. 
And see that fine forest, it*s good: 
And see that fine forest, it*s good.* 



* My author (whole life, &c as above) saith, that, ** King Richard 
going a progress into the north, Robin Whood and hu men met and 
robbed him betwixt Newark and Grantham.** But herein he errs. 
For King Richard I never made any progress, or any other journey 
into the north, save one to Nottingham. And, when he went to 
Nottingham, he did not either go or return by Grantham and Newark; 




*laoth hf, «ri<T ntv tiiil tM-« UmU of w,' 

A IjiiI.' .livtr-a^n dw.-« «cl1. 
It's iw<->'( ill till- H|>ring to htau- liie binli Mug. 

Their LUm Tritii their <:be«r'Uj>-iiig tell. 

Vi'tth t«o or three Crienda be lo ibe wood wwnda. 

For pleasure rrlinquiitbei slAlc. 
The gna* and tba inrct all budding he seo* 

Ilii conuDg tu congraUikte. 

Ob *weet u the ipring! a time lor a king. 

To find ■ d«Iigbt in tbat's iiew. 
til rainUe •lul ride tbru' narrow and wida. 

Ami wrll nuw Uum lurvsi 111 \-ie<r. 
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m ua ban aUadnl li\ aodaa tba aaria 
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It lies near for sport, whilst here IVe my coart; 

And, hither whenever I come, 
III hunt a &t doe, a &t buck also. 

And that done ride merrily home. 

Bat hark ! a horn sounds ! here*s some one with hounds. 

And I shall have sport to my wish! 
Come let us draw nigh, and hear if they cry; 

Oh how I love dog — gibberish !* 

Then out from a bush bold Robin doth rush, 
(Wlio long had been eying his guest) 

And witli him twice ten of his merrv men, 
Wlio them and theii* hoi*ses arrest. 

Hey! who, pray, are you? and what's here to do? 

Quoth in a surprize now king Dick. 
Your money, quoth Bob, or I shall you cob; 

Your money, come, give it me quick. 

Now win it and wear *t, for I, boy, can*t spare 't. 
Quoth to him King Richard his grace. 

Saith Bob then, alight, if Uiat you will fight; 
And you shall have fair play, by mass. 

Then at their wit*s^nds are King Richard s fheiids. 

And, sir, now pray do as we do; 
E'en give him your purse, or it may be worse; 

You see they're a lusty stout crew. 



* Gibbrish. q. jEgyptius, suppU iermo. Qoalis ermt illonim 
S«ncenorum, qui quoq. AL.gyptii errabundi nuncupabantur. Qoem 
AngU Tocant edam gibble gabble. — Mi$tshm. 
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Why ! hands off, you knave ! quoth King Richard brave ; 

Know, sirra, that I am your king. 
That's good news indeed, such friends, sir, we need, — 

Why how, saith his grace, stands .the thing? 

May 't please you, quoth Whood, we live in the wood, 

And to us all passengers pay. 
Their purse or somewhat, just as each man s got, 

A small toll for coming this way. 

Sir, glad we're to see tliat in health you be, 

And hope that you ^ill not deny 
To do as all do, who these woods go Uiro', 

Or force us to make you comply. 

Then, after a pause. Friend, these arc new laws, 

However for once here's my purse. 
But leave off this trade in time, he Uien said. 

Or else truly it may be worse. 

Sir, my name is Whood; I'm forc'd to the wood: 

Constrained to follow this trade. 
If I liad my right, then live well I mighty 

Without lying in ambuscade. 

Ay, ay, are you he, whom outlaw'd have we? 

At present I nought can say to 't. 
But I will ad\ise. King Richard replies. 

And, if it is reason. 111 do 't. 

King Richard thus foil'd, his ride it quite spoil'd. 
And homeward he straightway turns back. 

It is an hard case indeed, says his grace. 
To liave a thiefs nest at one s back. 
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But, eVr long it be, I'll rout them, quoth he. 
And render to euch man Ids due. 

Whood talks of his right, and how he con fight ! 
But I'll hang up captain and ere v. 



THE EDITOR'S CONCLUSION: 

OPESIN'C A MOST CURIOUS PIBCE OF BGCBET HIFrOBT, COUCHED IM 
SONGS XLVIT, XLVIII, XUX, UNDER THE DISGUISED NAMES 
OF ROBIN WHOOD AND 8ALADIN THE SARACEN. 



And now, gentle reader, we are got to the end of all the songs which 
I can vet meet with, really or fictiliously, reUting to Robin Whood. 
However stay a little, and (as I have made out the meaning of this 
last son^, I hope, pretty tolerably) perhaps I may let you into another 
st-cret or two. worth your knowing. 

And first then, what if by Ring Richard I and Saladin the Saracen 
(in songs xlvii, xlriii, xUx), should be meant King Charles II and 
Oliver Cromwell? 

How ! what ? King Charles U and Oliver Cromwell (in the songs 
you have printed) couched under the names of King Richard I and 
Saladin the Saracen! No, no! it can never be, man! you may as 
well pretend to cram St. PauKs steeple, church and all, down my 
throat, as to make me believe that 

Xav. dear n^ader, hare but a little patience; and give me learc only 
to ask you twu or three questions. 

Pbo! question me no questions: but come to the point 

TiA- questions are the point 

Come on tht-n. 

What then, dear reader, if (besides King Richard I and Saladin 
the Saracen, meaninj; King Charles 11 and Oliver Cromwell), by the 
kiL^r's daughter, should be meant the kingdom of England? 

The kingdooi of England tlie king's daughter! 
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Why? yet. Is not the king pater patruc And, if to, hit kingdom 
is hU child. And, if hU child: why not hU daughter? Yon will not 
stand with me fortbetex,Ifappo8e? If yon do, propria feminiam 

u on my side. 

Insola item nomen; oen, Greta, Britannia, Cyproa. 

Wdll I pray yon go on. 

And, what if Saladin (that is, OliTer Cromwdl) should hafe a 
mind to the king's daughter? 

What daughter? 

Why ? his kingdom, ts I told you. For, yon kuow, he had it Or 
hb crown, if you will For, you know, he had a mind to that too. 

There is something in all this indeed. Why? these are strange 
songs, and strange diacoreries too! I pray you go on: propose all 
your questions. 

Well; I shall then. And what if, by Saladin and the other two 
gianta his companioni, should be meant Olirer Cromwell, Henry 
Ireton, and Geoige Monek, at that time, the three chief persons, in 
point of power, in the three kingdoms ? 

And, what if some thought Saladin or OIiTer't frowns were as iktal 
as Modusa*s head? His frowns, you know, were often the forerun- 
ners of an halter or an hatchet 

And, what if; by the king's saying, that he who kills Saladin shall 
have my daughter, be meant, that he who despatches OUirer, or 
Ireton, or Monck (for they were then hated alike), shall have as great 
a reward for his pains as it is in the power of King (Charles 11 to give 
him? Not that King Gliarles U made any such promise. For aseas« 
nnations in cold blood, eren of a mortal eonny, are what every brsTe 
man abbora.* But the poet is more sanguine, and, by the ^ Poetic* 



* "Cromwell himself affected in publxck to speak of ae^uHinations 
with the utmost detestation, and to declare it was a way which be 
wouU nefcr begin; but, if any attempt was made against Mm and 
miscarried, he should no longer scruple to put it in practice; and thai 
be was neither destitute of proper persons hr the amlenalclnf, nnr 
of money to reward them. This dedarsti/m h«pi the ]UyaH«ts In 
awe, they being apprehensive of having th« miArhi^, inf^^n^M stpUnet 
Cromwell, fhll either upon tbctr own h»ad«, m tlWM* ^th«v h)r»c aM 
royal frnuly. « Rapin, vot nti, pi 1S3,' tr«m ' Bp. BvuMt's f list f4 
hu own 'ISmca, vol i, p.«S.'* 
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Lioenda," which he saich he hath m right to, oovertly maket this pio- 
mbe for the king. 

And, what if, by Robin Whood's being to grieved for the priaoeti^ 
be meant the concern which every good man naturally fecla atir in 
him for his distressed country, when it u in a stale of alavwy, as 
England was in the usnrpate of Oliver Cromwell ? 

And, what if, by Bobin Whood, Little John, and WilL 8oarieC» 
going in disguise to fight Saladin and his two giants, be meant^ that 
every one who designed anything against Oliver, Mooek, or Ln/Lom^ 
to prevent a discovery, must conduct such a plot very nicely? 

And, what if by King Richard's being ready to give up his dangb* 
ter to Saladin, be meant, that King Chariea U was forced to give np 
his kingdom to Oliver Cromwell; and that he sometimes despaired 
of being e%'er restored to it ? You know, Lord Clarendon says, ** when 
the Parliament proposed to invest Cromwell with the title, rights, 
and dignity of a king, the more sober persons of the king's party 
trembled at the overture; and believed, that it was the only way ut- 
terly to destroy the kin^, and to puU up all future hopes of the royal 
family by the roots.*'* But when Cromwell refused the title of a king^ 
the same noble historian adds, ** many were then of opinion, that his 
genius at tbst time forsook him, and yielded to the king's sptriL**t 
But to proceed. 

And, what if by Robin Whood's calling Saladin a tyrant and an 
infidel,} be meant, that King Charles II and almost every body else 
then thought, that Oliver Cromwell had a just right to both those 
sppellations? 

And, what if, by Robin Whood, LitUe John, and WilL Scariec's 
killing Saladin and the two giants, be meant, the then wiahed-for 
deaths of Oliver Cromwell, Henry Ireton, and George Monck? 

And, what if, by the princess's recovery from her swoon, be meant, 
the then wisbed-for recovery of the kingdom from her slavery ? 

And, what if, by the Earl of Maxfield's owning his son Will 
Scarlet, be meant how readily (as the poet then thought) the king 
would pass au act of oblirion, and (in case of his restoration) forgive 
even the verv murder of his father, because it was done by his people* 

• ** Hiat. Kebelliun. 8vo. Oxou. M.DCC.xiL Vol. iii, p. 589.** 
t M. p. 594. 

* S>ng XXXVII, 8. 
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who mre his children, in m polidcml sense? Just ns the Earl of Max- 
field, by his silence or taking no notice of it, forgives the murder of 
his steward by Will. Game], because he is his son in a natural sense. 

And, what if by the surprise, embracing, kissing and caressing at 
the end of song xux, be meant the nnirersal joy and surprize which 
the poet thought would appear at the then wished-for restoration? 

And, what if, by the wedding of Will. Scarlet and the princess be 
meant the then supposed coronation or political marriage of King 
Charles II to his kingdom ? 

And, what if songs zltii, xLTxn, xux, were all made just after 
Olirer Cromwell refused the title, rights, and dignity of a king? 

And, what if somebody carried these three songs, as soon as OTer 
they were made, to General Monck in Scotland, and there sung and 
explained them to him (as I hare now done them to you) and thereby 
perhaps first put it into his head, to act the glorious part which he 
afterwards did? 

And what if Colonel William Allan (who wrote that excellent 
piece, called ''Killing no Murder,*** wherein he merrily exhorts 
Oliver to do the business himself) should be the original very author 
of songs xLTii, XLTin, xux? 

All this, I must needs own, is a strange chain of very likely pro* 
babilitiea. But then, here is no end of your questions. 

I have only one more to ask. Quid est finis? 

O>rona operis* And, with this last song, so well explained, and 
all theae other diaooveries in the heel of it, tu coronasti, you indeed, 
I think, have crowned it. 

* See this tract at krgo in *«Ld. Clarendon's Hist C^mpleated." 
Svo. Cxon. ii.DOC.XT. P. 800. Some think Biajor Wildman was 
the author. But lir. Wood says, that ''Colonel Silas Titus wrote 
it." It was first printed by stealth; 4to. Lond. ildoltil Atiti 
first eoming out it was a terrible occurrence to Oliver, amidst thoaa 
ambages and snspenso of a crown. It offers him many oonvincii^ 
reasons why he should kill himself, and very fairly gives him his 
choice of hanging, drowning, or pistolling himself; shews him the 
absolute necessity of it, the honor he would gain by it, and, in a word, 
uses such arguments as might have prevailed upon any body but an 
hardened rebeL — AA, Oxon. Vol ii, col. 10.17. 
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LVI. 



THE HEJ^TONE FCRRV-DAT SONG. 



Althouah the follo\«*ing song, or ballad, does not relate to 
any of the exploits of Robin Hood, it is deserving of a place 
ill this c< •llection, as it sheira the existing [lopularitj of our 
hero s name, ami that of his most trusty companion. Little 
Juhn, in the west of England, where, down to the present 
vear, it will be seen tliat the celebration of the festival is 
continued with unabated energy and pleasure. It is ex- 
tracted from Mr. Dixon's "Ancient Songs and Ballads of 
the Peasantn* of England," recently publisheil by the Percy 
Society, with these introductory remarks: — 

** At Hebtone, in Cornwall, the 8th of May is a day devoted to 
revelry and gaiety. It is called the Furry-day, supposed to be m 
corruption of Flora*s-day, from the garlands worn and cmrried in 
procession daring the festiraL A writer in *The Gentleman's 
>(agaxine, for June 1790,' says, *In the morning, rery early, some 
troublesome rogues go round the streets (of Helstone), with drums 
and other noisy instruments, disturbing their sober neighboun, and 
singing parts of a song, the whole of which nobody recollects, and of 
which I know no more than that there is mention in it of the ' gref- 
pMse quill,' and of going * to the green- wood,' to bring home * the 
Summer and the may, O!' 

** During the festival, the gentry, tradespeople, serrants, &c. dance 
through the streets, and thread through certain of the houses to a 
very old dance tune, given in the appendix to Davics Gilbert's 

* Christmas Carols.* and which may also bo found in Chappell's 

* National English Airs,' and other popular collections." 
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The E<litor found the foUoviiig aromnt, t4 the cekt-n- 
tiou of this festival, in the ** Connnll Gjisptt^" of Mar, in 
the present year, 1^5: — 



HeUTOV FLOIA OB FOBAT Datw— TW 
this mndcnt eostom, were Bihavd ia by the ^MOBE «f * partf iKiB 
eariy hoar of the moniiag of T hiB i aj 
Sooo after nine o'dods, the arrival of nsl 
towns eoaunenoed, aod cow t JBfd 
day, when tbe town aright he gOBrifaiJ as tefcrtWy faH, ICBglcd 
with the ratthmr of the carrinn wmA, he hcanl the ••« of the 




" Hallan Tow * party, which 



•^ Robin Hoo4 and liole J«kB. dKT Wlh SM «ne !• fv O, 
And vc win 9» to marj yiim ■■lii to «c «tat Acjr 4» tt^M O, 



With HaOmaTmm, iBckc" 

It issnngbjaparty ofnMBcanyiaighnachcaeftiBea^wiihBi 

ptoeeed fiwaideerlo 




tions from sodi as are diipnawj to • 

of the costooi. Aboot two puaL, the fnmuy al • 

party consisted of about thirtj eoBples; and the daaee wis led offby 

G. Grrlls, Em}^ the Ifayor, and Mn. G. Joha, ef Fi 

after dancing diroagh the town aad fhra%h 

bj a dosing daaee in the afhij- 

the coarse of the daj also kepi ap the sferit of the Farry* The haO 

in the ereniag was niifioailj aad if ifwrtably 

being kept ap antil a late hoar. 





RoBis Hood and Little John, 

They both are gcme to the lair« O' 
And we wiU go to the meny p^fm-^'jo'l. 
To see what tber do thet^, O ! 

And for to dttfte. O! 
To rlia»e tlM; bock and <lo«r. 
With ha4ao-lov, nmiU«, O! 
For «e vere ap as yjKm a* day, O ' 
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And to fctjch tho summer home, 
Tlie summer and the nuiy, O ! 
For summer is a-come, O ! 
And winter is a-goue, O ! 

Where are those Spaniards 

That make so great a hoast, O ! 
They shall eat the grej-goose feather. 

And we will eat the roast, O ! 

In every land, O ! 

The land where'er we go, 

With ha-lan-tow, O! 

As for St. George, 0! 

Saint Geoi^e he was a knight, O ! 
Of all the knights in Christendom, 

St. Georg}' is the right, O ! 

Ill every land, O! 

The land where'er we go, 

With ha-lan-tow, &c. 





AN ADVENTURE IN SHERWOOD FOREST, 

A LITTLE DESTE OF RODIN HOOD. 



In several modem publications and in periodicals, the 
Editor has met nth ballads, songs and poetical articles 
composed in commemoration of the exploits of Robin Hood, 
but vei7 few of them approaching in the simplicity of their 
stjle and diction to the old ballads. In Mr. Hone's " Year 
Book," and in Mr. Leigh Hunt's " Indicator" are several. 
The two following are selected from the "Year Book," 
They bear the signature of J. F. R., and will be found at 
pp. 803, tx. The first is entitled — 

LVII. 

AX AOVLNTUItE IN StIERWOOD t^llEST. 

There strides a warrior dark and grim 
Through Sherwood's sylvan shsde. 
And a battle-ax is held by him, 
And keen is its polished blade ; 



^^.^mtimm^amtmam 
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And he is cased from top to toe 

In penoplj of steeU 

From his nodding hocMliur plume, I tmw. 

To the spur open his heeL 

He paoiee;— nmting in hie path 

Forth slepe * atalworth man; 

The nanior tremUed with reiy wimtfa. 

And hb tain^ dieek grew wwi. 

For the stranger's name was Bobin Hood, 

And down he flong his ^aive; 

" Thou Shalt fight,** he cried, " or, lij the rood, 

I will brand thee an errant knave!** 

" And I am a chief from Palestine, 

So *tis but meet and right 

That I should cross my steel with thine. 

Outlaw!" replied the knight 

They fou^t, and from the cro8ier*s mail 

Soon welled a purple flood; 

Yet his blows they fell as quick as hail. 

And ereiy blow drew blood. 

'* A truce!** cried Robin, " thou shalt wend. 

Bold swordsman, home with me. 

For never did I hope to find 

So brave a knight as thee.** 

** Then lead the way,** the knight he said, 

Kor Robin made reply, 

Though haughty was the warrior's head, 

And flodhed his piercing eye. 

But blithely blew his silver call, 
And, ere the echoes slept, 
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die hundred archers, stout and tall. 

Appeared at right and left: 

** These are mj hodj-guard, fair sir. 

Should fortune pnnre nnkind. 

Or foes invade mj haunts; there are 

Full fifi^ more behind. 

Yon coppice forms my leafy bower. 

My realm is woman s heart: 

Woe liglit on him who hnres mj power. 

Now tell me whom thou art?** 

'* I am King Ricliard ! — bowman star, — 

No bending of the knee. 

For I have proved thj brand to dar. 

Nor doubt thv lovaltr." 



4il 



God rest the soul of Robin Hood, 

For a gentle tliief was he. 

As ever ranged the gaj green-wood, 

God rest his company. 

And if ye chance (air Sherwood through 

To bend your weary way. 

Patter an Ave for Robin Hood, 

And his gallant band, I pray. 
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LVIII. 
r.K MOUTE DE ROBIN HODK. 



The following ballad is introduced by the same corres- 
pondent of Mr. Hone, with the following note: — 

** Amoog an odd collection of MS. songs in mj possession, I find 
the following:; which ssserts (thoagfa without fbandation) that the 
outUw was poUomtd by his nder the prioress of Kirklees.** 



To Kirklees stately priorie. 

Came an old time-worn man. 

And for food and shelter prayed he ; 

Ye chief of a noble clan 

He was, who in Bamsdale and merrie Sherwood, 

Six>rted blithely in time agone; 

And albeit full cold crept his sluggish blode, 

Yt ye step was firm and ye bearing proud. 

Of Robin, ye outlawed one. 

And ye prioress gave him a brimming bowle, 

And bade him drink deep therein, 

'* T would solace,** she said, *' his fainting soule,** 

And hers was a deadlie sinne. 

For, although he called her his sister deare. 

And she smiled, when she poured for him 

Ye sparkling wine, there was poison there. 

And herself had mingled the druggs with care ; 

And she pledged her guest, witli a thrill of fear. 

Though she touch'd but the goblet's brim. 
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FeArful and long was hU dying groan, 

As his spirit to Hades fled; 

And the prioresa stood like a rooted stone. 

When she saw that the erle was dead. 

And ber «yes grew glazed, and she uttered a jell. 

Too horrid for mortal ear. 

And laughter rang — 'ttrni the niirth oj htU — 

TbnHigh that pile so long and drear. 

On the self-same night the murdress died, 

But she rotted not alone. 

For they laid her carcase side by side 

With Robin of HunUngdoD. 

And tfaey placed a foyre stone on ye mossy bed 

Of that brave but erring one ; 

And many a pilgrim Itath wept, when he read 

What is written that atoue upon. 

Next fallows the epitaph. 
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MINOR PIECES RELATIVE TO ROBIN HOOD. 



In the appendix to the second canto of a thin octavo yolame, 
entitled "Sherwood Forest and other poems, bj Robert 
Millhouse, 18*27 "; which canto relates particularly to the 
exploits of Robin Hood and his companions, there is a 
ballad called, "Robin Hood and the Abbot of Newstede 
Ab1«v," for which, the author says, "he is indebted to a 
geuileman resident in Sherwood Forrest, who assures him, 
he has both seen it in MS. and heard it recited; never- 
theless for its authenticity he would not vouch, although 
it Wars some marks of antiquity." 

Had the editor been inclined to give insertion to 
ballads similar to this, he could have introduced several, of 
doubtful antiquity and of as little interest. He is obliged 
to his friend for directing liis attention to it. But as it con- 
taius no original incident, no touching thought, which could 
render it very acceptable, he takes leave, for the reasons 
l^efore assigned, to omit it, and to conclude his selection 
\iith the following modem brief pieces. 

The following song is extracted from Mr. George 
Daniels ** Merrie England, in the olden time.** 2 vols, 
svo. 184-2. 

LIX. 

ROBIN HOOD. 

Robin Hood ! Robin Hood ! a lawgiver good. 
Kept his high court of justice in merry ShenvoiKl ; 
No furr'd gown, or fee wig, or Imiible had he, 
liul lii> IkikIi wa> a \enlant bank un<ler a tree. 



Awl tlierv nt mj lord of Ins own |^wl ftcconL 
Witii hU pe<*ni of the lbrr«t to ker\* wairh awl «mrd ; 
To ftrbitfmte sure brtvem hrk and poor. 
The lowly opproMd and the pfwad eril doer. 

Hk nobles thej are without riband or star. 

No *actitcbeon liaTe thej with a ainister bar; 

Bat Flora with learrs them a ooronet weaves. 

And their music is — hark ! when the horn winds aiar. 



Tba fhafJain to ahriTe this frolicsome bride. 

Is a £u cartail-firiar, the merriest alire ! 

Hia qnarier-stafl^ whack ! greets a crown with a crack ! 

And, *stead of rough sackcloth, his penance is aack! 

The peerlav in beautj reee i vc a their fond du^. 
Her throne ia the green-swrnrd, her canofij flowen! 
What hontrvas so gaj as the Lmdy of Mmyf 
The ^ueen of the woodlands. King Robin*s and oar*s * 



Hia solgecls are we, and 'tis eenturiea three 
Sinee his name firvt re-echoed beneath this rooC-tiee! 
With Robin oar king let the old rafters ring! 
They have heard their bst shoat! they Imto seen their h^t 
qwing! 

And tho* we may sigh lor blythe momenta fooe by. 
Yet why ahoald we sorrow, bold Ibraelsn* why? 
Sinee those who come after thetr full shnn of langhler 
Shall have, when deaths sables Imto veil*d yoa and I 
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SONNETS ON KODIN HOOD, BY JOHN HAMILTON KKYKOLM. 



The following pieces were famished hy a correspondent. 
but from what printed works they are taken, tlie Editor is 
not aware. 

With Mr. Reynolds and his writings he is unacquainted. 
The two sonnets selected, he presumes to think, are worthy 
of a place in this collection. 



The trees in Sherwood forest are old and good. 
The grass beneath them now is dimly green ; 
Are they deserted all? Is no young mien 

With loose-slung bugle met within the wood : 

No arrow found — foil'd of its antler *d food. 

Struck in the oaks rude side? is there nought seen. 
To mark the revelries which there have been 

In the sweet days of merry Robin Hood ? 

Go there, with summer, and with evening — go. 
In the soft shadows like some wandering man. 

And thou shalt far amid the forest know 
The archer men in green, with belt and bow. 

Feasting on pheasant, river-fowl, and swan, 
Willi Robin at their bead and Marian. 
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Wi(h coat of Lincoln-green, and mantle too. 
And bom of ivor^ mouth, and buckle bright. 
And aiTOwa winged ynth peacock feathers light. 

And trusty bow well gathered of the yew, — 

Standa Robin Hood; and near, with eyes of blue 
Shioing thro' dusk huir, like the stars of night, 
And habited in pretty forest plight, — 

Hia green-wood beauty sits, young as the dew. 

Oh gentle tressed girl ! Maid Marian ! 

Are thine eyes bent upon the gallant game 

Hut stray in the meny Sherwood? thy sweet fame 

Can never nerer die. And thou, high man. 

Would we might pledge titeo with thy silver can 

Of Rhenish in the woods of Nottingham. 
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THE DEATH OF ROBIN HOOD. BT BERNABD DARTOX, 



The poetical abilities of Bernard Barton are as well 
known as admired. Thej are thus truly delineated in Mr. 
Seijeant Talfourd s " Letters of Charles Lamb,** vol. ii, p. 75. 

** Soon after LtmVt reCam from Puis, he became aequainted with 
the poet of the Quakers, Bernard Barton, who, like himiielf, was en- 
gaged in the drudgery of figures. The pure and gentle tone of the 
poems of his new acquaintance was welcome to Lamb, who had more 
sympathy with the truth of nature in modest guise, than in the 
affected fury of Lord Byron, or the dreamy extrarag^andes of Shelley. 
Lamb had written in *£lia' of the Society of Friends with the free- 
dom of one who, with great respect for the principles of the founders 
of their faith, had little in common with a sect, who shunned the 
pleasures, while they mingled in the business of the world; and a 
friendly expostulation, on the part of Mr. Barton, led to such cordial 
excuses as completely won the heart of the Quaker bard. Some ex- 
pression, which Lamb let fall at their meeting in London, from which 
Mr. Barton had supposed, that Lamb objected to a Quaker's writing 
poetry as inconsistent with hu creed, induced Mr. Barton to write to 
Lamb on his return to Woodbridge, who replied as follows: — 

•" « To Bernard Barton. India House, 11th Sept 1822. 

*^ * Dear Sir — ^Yon hare misapprehended me sadly, if you suppose 
that I meant to impote any inoonsistmiqy in your writing poetry with 
your religious profession. I do not remember what I said, but it 
was spoken sportively, I am tare,— one of my leritiea, which you are 
not so used to as my older friends. I probably was thinking of the 
light in which your so indulging yourself, would appear to Quakers^ 
and put their objection into my mouth. I would eat my words (pro- 
vided tbej should be written on not very coarse paper) rather than I 
would throw cold water upon your, and my, once harmless occupation. 
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** I have retd Ntpoleon and the rett with delight I like these for 
what they are, and for what thej are not I have nckened on the 
modem rhodomontade and Byroniam, and jour plain Qoakeriah 
beanty has captirated me. It is all wholesome cates, aye, and tooth- 
some too, and withal Quakerish. If I were George Fox, and Geoige 
Fox licenser of the press, they should have my absolute impHmaiur. 
I hope to have remored the impression. 

" I am like yon a prisoner to the desk. I have been chained to 
that galley forty years; a long shot I hate almost grown to the 
wood. If no imaginative, I am %/Sgwraiive writer. Do friends allow 
pans? verbal equiTocations — they are uijustly accused of it, and I 
did my best in the 'Imperfect Sympathies' to Tindicate them.' 



» t» 



Bernard Barton's dirge-like lines on the death of Robin 
Hood, with Mr. Fairholt's beautiful vignette, cannot be 
considered an inappropriate conclusion of the present volume. 

Mr. Barton's lines are founded upon the same incident 
as is related in the older ballad of '* Robin Hood's Death 
and Burial," p. 312, in this volume. 



His pulse was faint, his eye was dim. 
And pale his brow of pride ; 

He heeded not the monkish hymn. 
They chaunted by his side. 

He knew his parting hour was come, 

And fancy wandered now; 
To freedom's rude and lawless home. 

Beneath the forest bough. 

A faithful follower, standing by, 
Ask'd where he would be laid ; 

Then round the chieftain's languid eye, 
A lingering lustre play'd. 



ROBIK HOOl). 

" Nov raise me on my dying bed, 
Brii^ hero my Uuaty bow. 
And ere I join the dlent dead, 
Uy um thftt spot bIuU sbow." 

They nis'd him on his couch, and set 

The casement open wide ; 
Once more with rain and fond regrot. 

Fair nature's lace he eyed. 

With kiiidling glance, and tlirolihing heart. 

One parting look he cast; 
Sped on its way the featlier'd dart. 

Sank back and brealh'd his Ust! 

And wfaero it fell they dug his grave, 

Beneath the green-wood tree ; 
5Ieet resting-phiL-e for one so brave. 

So Unless, frank, and free. 
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MUSICAL ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE ROBIN 

HOOD BALLADS. 



ROBIN HOOD AND THE STIUNGER. — (P. 127). 

This chaiucteristic old tuue (the most popular of the Robin 
Hood series) is known by the name of ** Arthur-a- Bland ** ; 
•• Robin Hood or Hey down *' ; and " Robin Hood Revived". 
The earliest printed copy is preserved in the ballad opera 
of "The Jovial Crew," 1731. The following ballads in 
the present collection were sung to this tune: " Robin Hood 
and the Bishop" (p. 147); " Robin Hood and the Butcher" 
(p. 152); ** Robin Hood and the Beggar" (p. 165); " Robin 
Hood and the Tanner" (p. 181); ** Robin Hoods Chase" 
(p. 214); ** Little John and the Four Beggars "(p. 219); 
" Robin Hood and the Ranger" (p. 272) ; ** Robin Hood and 
LitUe John " (p. 205) ; " Robin Hood and Maid Marian " 
(p. 302). 

There is also a song to this air among the Kings 
Pamphlets, British Museum (No. 15, folio), called "The 
Gang of the Nine Worthies," dated 1659. 
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THE JOU.Y riNDER OF WAKEFIEU). (p. 148). 

This " excellent tune " was discovered by the writer of 
these musical notices in an old MS. in late tablature, for- 
merlr in the collection of the Rev. Mr. Gostling, of 
Canterburr. It bears a considerable resemblance to the 
little snatches of old airs in Shakespeare *s plays; which are 
supposed to have been handed down successively from the 
performers in liis time ; being then probably " household " 
music more ancient than the ballads themselves. 

The old Irtillad of ** The BailiflTs Daughter of Islington- 
was soraeiimes sung to this tune. 
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A not! It' r o«i|>y of tliis tune is presened iu the Public 
LibnuT, Cambridge. (D. d. 3, 18). 
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ROBIN HOOD AND QUEEN KATHERINE. (P. 173). 

This baUad should properly have been inserted before that 
€f «• Robin Hood Rescuing Will Statly" (p. 158), as it is 
stated to have been song *' To a new tune**; whereas the 
last named ballad is directed to be sung '* To the tune of 
Robin Hood and Queen Katherine**. We have thus con- 
nncing proof that the present ballad is the older. " Robin 
Hood and the Shej^erd " (p. 203); "Robin Hood^s De- 
light'* (p. 225); and "Robin Hood's Death and Burial" 
(p. 812) were all sung to this tune. 

The air is taken from the rare work, entitled, '* Melismata, 
Mosicall Phansies, fitting theCitie,and Countrej Humours, 
1611. It is there adapted to the dirge of the "Three Ravens. 
(See Ritson's " Ancient Songs," vol. ii, p. 53). It is sin- 
gular that this melody should have been handed down by 
tradition in almost every English county. The writer of 
these notices has no fewer than eight different versions. 
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ROBIN HOOD AND THE CURTAW. FIlYP.Il.— (l». 189). 

This beautiful old chant was discovered by tJie writer <m 
the flv-leaf of the *' Parthenia,** an ancient musical work 
printed in 1611. In the old ballad, printed by H. Goaaon, 
it is called '* A new Northern tune." The ballad of ** Tha 
Noble Fisherman; or, Robin Hood*8 Preferment** (p. 197)^ 
is directed to be sung to the same tune. 



r^.r j | j m n\P^ii j-i 



tw. j \ } m Jii.i'^jj J4 



m 



--t:n \ i f' i ti^M 




RoniN hood's delight.— {r. 225). 

• 
The tune mentioned in the introductory note to tbb 

ballad, is here given from Oswald s ** Caledonian Pocket 
Companion ;** Imt it must not l»e confounded with the an- 
cient tune of " Rol»in Hood," contained in Dr. Pepuschs 
^IS.. nor with the dance of ** llohcne Hude " mentioned br 
Weddtrhuni in the ** Coniplaiute of Scotland." It is evi- 
•hiiily of moileni construction, iK?rhai>s the coui[K>sition of 
V>>uald liim.>rlf. 
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The ancient tune of " Robin Hood/* is here giyen from a 
MS. lute book, in the Public Libraiy, Gamb. (D. d. 9, 33). 
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It is imiK>ssiUc to identify this tune with any particular 
Hobin Hood Uallad. Ita jieculiar character leads us to 
suppose that it n^-as merely intended to be inmced to. 



ItoniN* HOOD RESCUING TIIE WIDOWS THREE 80KS FROM 

THE SHERIFF. — (p. *^4b). 

Tliis tune has been handed down by oral tradition: the 
iKTiter procured it on the borders of Staffordshire, in the 
summer of 1845. The old man, who sung it, could only 
remember two or three of the verses, but they do not differ 
materially from the printed copy. 

The traditional air of '* Lord Thomas, and Fair Eleanor,*' 
as given in Mr. Sandys* '* Christmas Carols,** appears to be 
onlT a different version of the same air. 
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KODIN HOOD RESCUING THE THIIRE SQUIKF^S FROM 
NOTTIXGHAM GALLOWS. — [l\ Ji55.) 

The Welsh tune '* Marchog Glas, i. e., Green Knight," 
to which Ritson (on the authority of Eld^^ard Williams) 
says it was sung, is not to be found in Jones* " Welsh Bards,** 
Parry's " Welsh Harper," or the recent collection of Miss 
Williams. The writer's friend, John Parry (the present re- 
presentative of the Welsh Bards), is not able to give any 
account of it In Staffordshire and Derbyshire this ballad 
is sung to the tune of " Robin Hood and the Curtail Fryer." 
(See before). 



RORIN HOOD AND ALUN A DALE. (v, Ji59.) 

This " pleasant northern tune," the original name of 
which appears to bo *• Robin Hood in the green- wood 
stood," is given from an ancient manuscript (temp. Jacob. I) 
in the writer's possession. It appears in " The English 
Dancing Master," 1650, with the addition of a second part, 
under the title of " Drive the cold Winter away." This 
latter song, both words and music, is contained in D'Urfey's 
" Pills to Purge Melancholy," 1719. 
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BOBIN HOOD AND THE TIKKEll. — (P. 204.) 

This ballad is directed to be sung " To the tone of ' In 
Summer-time.' ** The original of this tune is the ballad 
of "* Robin Hood and the Curtail Fryer** (See before). The 
" Down a down** after every line seems to have been arbi- 
trary, and was sung or not, at the pleasure of the singer. 
If used in the present instance, it would require another 
tune. 



KOBIN HOOD AND THE RANGER. — (p. 272.) 

In the York edition of ** Robin Hood*s Garland" this 
ballail is directed to be sung to tlie tune of *' Arthur a 
Blaiid*': but tlie follo\\ing is the traditioual tunc preser>'ed 
in SiaJordshire. 
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Ri'BIN nO«»D AND THE BlSnOP OF HKREFORD.— (P. 277.) 

Thi^ excellent ol<i air is given from a broadside copy 
•• printed for Daniel Wright, next the Sun Tuveni in Hoi- 
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Iwm." An early allusion to the story of the halln<l is 
to ho found in an anonymous interlude, entitled ** Tliersites," 
written in 1537. 

*« Where U Robin, John, and little Hode ? 
Approche hjther quickcly, if ye thinke it good : 
I wyll tcache such outUwes, with Crystcs curses. 
How they take hereafter awaye abbotes purses.** 
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THE WEDDING OF ROBIN HOOD AND FJTTLE J(»lfN. — (P. 8^9.) 

The following tune is given, uith correction, from the 
Appendix to K..iloch s ** Ancient Scottish Ballads,** 8vo, 
1827. It is well known on the borders of Northumber- 
land. 
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IN SHERWOOD UVDE STOUT BOBIN HOOD.— -(p. 303). 

The music to this and the following song is preserved in 
the respective books from idiich the words have been tsken. 
(See the notes at the end of the ballads). It has not beso 
thought advisable to include them in the present illoslift^ 
tions, as they are scientific compositions, for three and Cdot 
voices, and never became papular tunei. 



ROBIN HOOD AND THE DUKE OF LANCASTEB. — (P. 397). 

This ballad is directed to be sung " To the tone of The 
Abbot of Canterbury." It is here given from Watts* 
** Musical Miscellany/* 1729, where it is called ** the old 

tune." 
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THE HELSTONR FURBT-DAT BONO. — (P. 416). 

The following old chant is perhaps as old as the custom 
which it commemorates. It is here given (witli corrections) 
from the appendix to " Specimens of Cornish Provincial 
Dialect,'* 1846. The song is printed in Jones* "Welsh 
Bards,** and in Chappeirs ** National English Airs**; hut hj 
a singular' mistake it has heen adapted to the melody of 
an old dance tune. It is now for the first time correctly 
printed. 

The burden to this song is 

** With hm-Un-tow, 
Rumbelow.** 

How it got applied to this song cannot be stated. This 
or something very similar seems to have been used in old 
sea songs, and Halow was an ancient " schjpmans crye.** 
(Prompt. Parvul. edit Way. 223.) 

** Th«y rowed hard, and smigge ther too, 
With hetielow and rumbdoo.** 

(Riehard Caemr de Lion.) 

" Your marinera ihall aynge arowe, 
J7f|r km and non^yiDwc** 

(^Sqmyrt o/kmt dtgrte,) 

-« With heme akmt, with rambylowr 

(BattU of Bammoekbmrn,) 

See more on this curious subject in the notes to the 
Rev. A. Dyce*s " Skelton,** vol. ii, pp. 1 10, 213. 

Moderato. 
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KORIN HOODS DANCE BEFORE THE QUEEN. 

The following curious fragment is given from " Pammelia, 
Alusicks Misccllanie, or, Mixed Varietie of Pleasant 
Roundelayes, and Delightfull Catches, of three, four, five, 
six, seven, eight, nine, and ten parts in one, &o. London: 
printed bj William Barley, &c. 1009." It is cjdled •• A 
llound for three Oountiy-dances in one'*; and the vrords 
are as follows :— 

** Robin Hood, Robin Hood, said Little John, 
Come dance before the queene-a: 
In a red petticote, and a greene jacket, 
A white hose and a greene-a." 
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BONNY SWEET HODIK. 



The quaint and expressive old melody which follows is 
preserved in Queen Elizabetirs Virginal Book, in the 
Fitzwilliam Museum ; in Dowland's Common-placo Book, 
in the Public Librar>', Cambridge ; aud iu William Ballet's 
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